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CHAPTER I. 

In his own room sat Eupert Camngton, 
the packet coBfldedtohiMbyMBundeop.. 
before him. There were old letters, an 
agreement signed by Peter and Alice 
Poyntz, copies of a wedding and a bap- 
tismal register, and a long letter addreased 
to himself from the Major. He read that 
first 

"My dearest Eupebt, 

" The packet in which I enclose 
this contains many things interesting to you ; 
and this füll explanation of the circum- 

VOL. III. B 
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stances which induced me to adopt jovl and 
txeat you as a dear son, is necessary for me 
to make, and you to leam. And if, when 
you have finished the perusal of tliis, you 
wish to be released from your promise 
solemnly made to me — that you would never 
see or hold communication with your parents, 
I am willing that you should, as I shall be 
dead when you read this, and the pride and 
vanity of this world will be over for me for 
ever. The wealth will be yours — treasured 
for your sake since I first knew of your 
existence ; and it will be for you to 
determine how far your position and means 
will be consistent with the humble Station of 
your parents. 

" Your Story is this — I had a sister, whom 
I loved more dearly than I can say. We 
were orphans, and I had to be father and 
mother to her. When I was compelled to 
leave England to join my regiment, I placed 
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her with a lady who took a few select 
scholars, hoping there she would be safe tili 
mj retum. I will not go back to the par- 
ticulars of that bitter time. I had no sister 
whea I came home — she had fled, and 
with one who had been as my own familiär 
f riend, and whom I had asked to watch over 
her. Furious, I refused ever to see or hear 
from her again. Time passed, and one day 
ii woman came to me — in her arma a tiny 
baby-girl, to implore for it food and pro- 
tection. Its mother had died in her arms, 
tind with her last words had bid her bring the 
xjhild to me. That baby was your mother, 
Rupert — her mother, my unhappy sister. 
At first I refused; but the poor womaa 
pleaded its cause warmly, and I bid her 
place it with some respectable woman in the 
<*ountry, to whom I would pay a reasonable 
,sum ; but I would never see or commimicate 

with the child, or in any way acknowledge 

b2 



4 A MIN6LED YARN. 

its relationship. Yeaxs went by, when my 
regiment was quartered in a countiy town. 
I had gone for a long ramble with two or 
three companions^ and we stopped at a little 
roadside inn for refreshment. Suddenly, my 
attention was eagerly called by one of the 
fellows to a young woman who had stopped 
to exchange a word with some old men 
resting beneath the large tree which stood 
beside the inn. I tnmed to look at her, as 
he Said : 

" * Did you ever see anything so lovely ? ' 
" I had. She was the living semblance of 
my lost Alice. I sought her out, and in a 
humble cottage home — ^the wife of the 
village carpenter — ^I saw my sister's child 
and you, her son, with the noble brow and 
patrician air of my treasured sister. I was 
childless and alone in the world. A firm 
desire possessed me to own that boy — ^to 
take him from his hard life to share my luxu- 
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•rious one during my lifetime, my wealth 
at my death. I urged my case strongly, 
painted in glowing terms the advantages to 
you, and went from the village with a 
written promise, duly sigaed and attested. 
from your parents, never to trouble you or 
attempt to wean you from me, unless at 
your own free will, when you became of age, 
you decided to go back to them. It was 
wrong, Rupert, I fear, deluding myself with 
the belief I was doing a great kindness to 
you — I was but catering to my own selfish 
wish. But you, I think, have been happy ; 
at least, God knows I have done my best to 
make you so, and loved you with a father's 
love. Your parents' annuity I paid through 
my banker, and gave them a feigned name, 
and no address, to prevent, as far as possible, 
being troubled with them. But I heard 
accidentally, some time ago, that your 
mother was dead. My wishes, when I am 
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gone, can matter little ; but I should prefer 

to believe that you will legally take the 

name by which I have called you, and sup*- 

port the honour of my famüy as ite only 

representative ; but if you elect to take your 

own name of Poyntz, and acknowledge th^ 

carpenter your father, be it so — I shall still 

leave you my heir, free to do as you will ; 

and your secret dies with your loving 

imcle, 

"Herbert Carrington." 

Having carefully perused this, Rupert 
proceeded to read the letters. They were 
only affeetionate, girlish epistles from the 
sister to the brother she had wronged. lü 
them she spoke frequently of " Ruperts '^ 
kindness. Next he read the agreement, and 
looked at his mother's signature. As hä 
did so, he could recaU the beautiful face, thö 
little homely cottage-room, and himself 
eagerly listening, but half üuderstanding all 
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the gentleman said — willing to promise, with- 
out entering into all it meant — anytliing 
which should make him rieh and a gentlemaii> 
and wondering that his mother should straiü 
him so wildly to her heart, and weep so 
bitterly. How stränge it now seemed to 
him that the years had gone by and 
obliterated all the early love and memory of 
those childish days ; that the schoolboy-life, 
with its new aequaintances, its fresh 
interest ; the care and luxury lavished on 
him in his new home ; the soldier-life, the 
new friends, with never a word or thought of 
the old home brought before him, should 
make him so forget it all, and never think 
of the humble couple kneeling at their pallet 
bed, with tearful eyes praying for blessingd 
on their son. 

Never did the memory of those far-oflf 
days come back to him until, in a meadow 
one sunny summer day, an old man met 
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him, and» like a dream» they came again/ 
and he Started forward, forgetfol of his 
promise, and cried, " Father ! " but the old 
man passed him by hurriedly, without a 
Word or look of recognition. Was he mis- 
taken ? He was older, greyer ; but still it re- 
called the fine honest face of the man he had 
called father, and at whose knee he had 
conned his Sunday lessons — whom he had 
watched at his daily labonr in that shed 
where he had gathered the shavings for his 

» 

mother's fire. Agam he met him, and as 
he was not alone, he had sprang away. 
#it stiU the man either was not his father 
or held his promise too saered, for he had 
not spoken or sought him any way. Then 
he had asked his name, and leamt how tnie 
his first conviction had been. 

From that moment nntü his passion for 
Madeleine had absorbed him he had 
been hannted by his father's face, and 
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his desire to acknowledge him and be 
absolved fix>m his promise. Now it 
was in his power. What should he do ? 
Madeleine — a lady : could he ask her to 
wed the son of a village carpenter? His 
brother officers— men of rank, many of them : 
would they care to continue his acquaint- 
ance ? Even the servants, who had treated 
him with such respect as their master's 
nephew — could he brave all the probable 
change in their manner ? and, above aU, the 
memory of what a grief it would be to 
the old man to whom he owed so much 
• — did he know that the boy on whom 
he had lavished all his love and all his 
wealth was thus unmindful of his dearest 
wish? 

Walter — he would write to Walter, 
and ask him to come to him and hear his 
9tory. He could trust him like himself ; 
and he was wise and dear-headed, and 
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woold coimsel him best. And so he sent a 
humed line to his office, asking him 
to come as soon as he could; and 
then, flinging himself on a couch, he 
tried to sleep, if possible, for the twö 
nights* watching and anxiety (to which he 
was so unused) had thoroughly exhansted 
him, and in the short snatches of slumber he 
at last obtained Madeleine's face beamed on 
him, sometimes wreathed in bright smiles, 
but offcener in tears, as at their parting. 

From the lattice window of her cottagö 
home Madeleine löoked out on the dripping* 
night, thinking, too, of him who for ever 
occupied her thoughts. The locket had be^ 
come dearer than ever since it had been in 
his possession; and it never left her neck 
now, day or night. 

Since their parting she had received ä 
letter from her Irish correspondent, which 
had greatly excited her ; and a more hopefaly 
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buoyant look had retumed to her face, wliicli^ 
since the meeting in the wood, had not been 
so bright as its wont, drawing on her the 
remarks of her two old companions, who so 
dearly loved her that every ehange in her 
face and manner were noticed. 

It was late, but she feit disinclined to 
sleep, and preferred to sit' thinking of 
Rupert, dreaming over again all his pas- 
sionato vows of love, and iiow with a half 
hope that tlfc words oT re-call, for which he 
so longed, might be written; and Ralph — ' 
poor Ralph 1 — what was to be done about 
him ? Sometimes she thought it would be 
right to teil him her secret. Perhaps, if he 
knew she was not his equal, but as far above 
him in Station as he thought her in excel* 
lence, it might enable h^- i^ overcome the 
paasion she appeared to have inspired him 
with ; but so anxious was she to keep hef 
incognito yet longer, that she feit she must 
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not trust him, and trusted that, by giving 
him no ray of hope to feed on, the love 
would exhaust itself. 

While these mingled thoughts occupied 
her, she rose to look from her window 
at the rain whieh feil in such torrents ; and 
as she stood looking into the dark night, 
fihe was Struck by a lurid glare in the sky, 
for whieh she coidd not aeconnt. Broderip 
was not in bed — she would call him: it 
might be only the effect of some strong 
light on the heavy clouds, only she had 
never before observed it, and it had been 
wet every night lately. 

The old man came at her call, and 
at once pronounced it a fire, but a 
long way off, he said. It was but the 
reflection of one far away. Lucky such 
torrents of rain were falling — it would help 
to put it out. " He did not know as he'd 
heard of a fire in them parts for forty 
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year, and not in the viUage since he could 
remember. That was lucky for 'em too, for 
it was a middling way to get the enginea 
fix)m Meresborough ; " and so he went to 
bed, and bid Madeleine go too ; but she could 
not sleep, and through the hours of the long 
night she lay thinking of Rupert, with his 
letter and the locket on her heart. 

At the call of Dolly, Walter and Everard 
had hurried from the room to the window 
from which they could see the light. As 
they looked, pondering whether they should 
not at once take steps to break the rooms 
open and disclose the mystery, Dolly gave 
a sudden cry. 

" Look ! — ^smoke ! " she said. 

Smoke — aye ! and a red glare too, shining 
through the shutters and through the chinks 
of the boards. 

The wing was on fire, there was no 
doubt. The alarm was instantly given, and 
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in a moment the whole household, the im- 
mediate neighbours, and soon the village too, 
was astir, and rendering aU possible help. 

" We shall imearth the ghost now/' said 
Walter, as he stood foremost among the line 
of men handing buckets. 

" See, See 1 a figure ! " exclaimed Everard, 
working hard too, " at the further window. 
Oh 1 for God's sake, let ns save him, who- 
ever he is." 

"I thought the wing was empty. No 
one occupied it," said a man ; " but there is 
ß. figure." 

" Yes ; you see it has nndone the shutters. 

« 

A ladder, a ladder, quick 1 " They had 
thought the place empty, and aU efforts had 
been directed to save the rest of the house ; 
but quickly the ladder was brought, and 
placed against the buming building ; and 
pushing aU aside, Walter, with compressed 
lips and a face of deadly whiteness, hastily 
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ascended it; but beforehe could gain the 
top rung the form had sunk back in the 
smoke and flames, and the crowd below im- 
plored him to come down, but in vain— he 
hceded not; and in breathless horror the 
men, with poor Everard, below, saw him 
^nter the house. It seemed ages before he 
re-appeared, whilst the flames and smoke 
poured out, and the drenching rain came 
down all unheeded by that anxious crowd, 
At length there was a cry as he appeared 
again ; and, half blinded and suffocated, he 
fltaggered out on to the ladder, with some 
charred, blackened object in his arms, 
They helped him with his bürden, and when 
he reached the ground they took it from him, 
as he feil forward at his brother's feet, 
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CHAPTER II. 

"What a dreadful thing, Briggs! Oh, do go 
on telling all the particulars," said Grertrade. 
" Stay, I must call the others ; " and flying 
into the next room, with her long hair — 
which Briggs had begun to airange — down 
her back, she begged Lilian and May to come 
instantly into her room and hear the dreadful 
news. Edith, who was very sleepy and had 
refused all Gertrude's suggestions to get up, 
was sitting up in bed now fiilly awake, and 
horrified at the news. 

" To think we should all have been quietly 
sleeping while such horrors were going on ! " 
said Gertrude, Coming back with Lilian and 
May, to whom she had rapidly imparted the 
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news. " Now, teil us, Briggs, when the fire 
broke out, and how it happened." 

" That I can't teil you, my Lady, I only 
know that it was about twelve wlien they 
first saw it ; and then they gave the alann, 
and see the ghost eome to the window and 
give a awful skreel and vanished ; but how it 
happened I can't teil you. Mr. Walter, 
they say, behaved magnificent, and rushed 
in through the flames to see if there was any 
one in there, and brought out a dead body ; 
and he's a good deal burnt, they say." 
. ''Poor fellow! Have they saved the 
house ? Were there many lives lost ? " 
asked Lilian. 

" I think they're doubtful about that, my 
Lady; some say two or three was killed. 
Of course there's no end of stories.'' 

" Oh, dear ! I hope Dr. Stillwell will come 
directly after breakfast and teil us all about 
it," Said Gertrude. "If you are going out 

VOL. III. 
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f or your moming shower-bath, Edith, as your 
joumey to school may be called^ do send him 
^youTl paas his cottage." 

" Groing ! of course I am." 

" I thought Auntie objected to your going 
through such weather ? " 

"No; 8he only objected to my driving 
myself, becanse I could not keep myself 
ßo dry. James will drive Bobby to-day." 

** Poor Bobby 1 such weather for him; and 
he hates it so, and shakes his pretty head." 

" My dear Grerfenide, if you'd half such a 
great-coat as Bobby, you might face any 
weather," said Lilian, laughing. '* I teil you 
what, Edith. • James, when he has put you 
down, must go to the Priory and take our 
Cards, and inquire after poor Mr. Ashleigh." 

" How lucky for Grace she was out of the 
alarm," said Gertrude ; " and what will papa 
Ashleigh say when he finds his house was 
on fire — ^his children at home ? I wonder if 



■?«i 
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Everard sat down and read a book aJl 
the time, while poor Walter risked his 
life to save the ghost? I suppose the 
people are convinced now it was not a 
ghost, Briggs, are they not, as it came to 
the window and screamed to be rescued ? '* 

" Oh ! but it vanished, my Lady ; so of 
<30urse they do believe it, Why, what or 
who eise coidd it be ? " 

"Why, did you not say Mr. Walter brought 
out some poor unfortunate, dead ? No doubt 
that was the person who, for some reasons of 
their own, has been imposiag on village 
crednlity so long," said Lüian. 

" That was some one who had got through 
from the house iato the room to help to put 
out the fire, my Lady." 

" Theü, do you imagine the ghost, for it» 

own amusement, set fire to the place, and 

then vanished to secure its own safety ? Oh, 

Briggs, I thought you were wiser." 

c2 
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** Only imagine seeing Philip going into a 
buming house," said May ; " and he would, I 
am sure, if he thought he could do any good.** 

" Yes ; but it strikes me he'd rather not," 
said Edith. 

" What do you mean, Edith ? " said May, 
sharply ; but she corrected herseif instantly, 
and said gently : " Well, I suppose everyone 
would rather not; but there are many, 
perhaps, who would not." 

" And still more who had hetter not. In 
most accidents, inefficient help does more 
härm than good." 

" But, Edith, if you'd been a man, and 
thought someone was in that buming house, 
would you not have gone in to try and save 
them ? " 

"No. Whoever was there had no busi- 
ness there ; and a elever fireman would 
have saved his life, if it was to be saved, 
much better than I, and with less risk to his 
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own life. What is worse folly than flinging 
yourself madly into the water after Bome 
«nhappy being, when you can't swim your- 
self, and so give people the trouble and 
anxiety of saving two lives instead of one ? 
I do not see any heroism in it — only folly." 

" Oh, dear me ! Edith, what a stränge, 
cold thing you are ! " said Gertrude. 

"Very useful are such calm, practical 
people, Gertrude dear," said Lilian. "It is a 
great thing to leam when and how to ad- 
minister help, and a reckless sacrificing of 
one's life is often not so heroic as the patient 
waiting would have been. But really, girls, 
we must make haste and dressy-Auntie will 
be down first, and you will be late for 
ßchool." 

, May had slipped away, and was dressing 
quickly: she knew an impatient foot was 
pacing the library, thinking it ages before 
*' someone " came down. She could hear 
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snatches of "La Donna Mobile," "Tu 
m'appari," "Deh! vifene alla finestra/' varied 
with, "He who adores thee," "Her bright 
smile haunts me still " ; and so, hunying as 
much as was compatible with the desire ta 
look beautiful in bis eyes, May, before aU the 
rest, was down, and opening the library door, 
was seized and bome into the room, and told 
she looked perfect; she was his beautiful 
fairy. He loyed that dress — she must always 
have one like that. What was it made of , sa 
soft and graceful ? merino ? oh ! it was 
charming; and the little blue bow fastening 
her collar, and in her hair, contrasting well 
with the glossy nut-brown: she was charming 
altogether. And then he asked her if she had- 
heard of the fire? His valet had told him,,* 
the household seemed so excited about it ; 
how he wished he had gone ; and then May^ 
stole her band into his, and said no, she waa^ 
SD glad he had not. 
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" But why, my darling ? perhaps I could 
liave done something valiant, which would 
have made you proud of me." 

" There's no need. I am proud of you/' 
she answered ; " and you might have been 
hurt." 

"And you would have been sorry," he 
Said, looking down into the pretty, grey 
eyes. 

" What do you think ? " she said. 

" Think that I am the happiest, luckiest 
fellow in the four kingdoms ; that the very 
sunshine has grown brighter, the earth more 
glad, and life itself dearer, since I have won. 
your love; and that if I go mad with joy 
and happiness, it will be all your fault." 

"Then Td better run away before you 
do," she said, laughing. 

"No, you better hadn't; you'd better stay 
just where you are. You know you're very 
comfortable, and I'm not tumbling your hair. 
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one bit — I wouldn't for the world, it's so 
pretty, and soft, and shiny." 

"But we must go to breakfast," urged 
May. 

"Oh, noi must we? haven't we had 
breakfast ? " 

" Now, Philip, you know we have not." 

" Well, yes. But stop a little longer : no 
one is down, and I want to talk to you 
about so many things. Let me see, what 
did I want to say to you ? you little gipsy, 
you put everything out of my — oh ! I know. 
By Jovel how it rains! That wasn't 
it, though; it was about your ring. You 
must have a proper one for that sweet, 
little finger — ^not that clumsy one of mine. 
Gipsy reminded me of a gipsy ring. Shall 
itbeone? altemate diamonds and turquoise 
— will you like that?" 

" Yes, anything that you give me 1 shall 
love. Hark ! that's Grertrude Coming." 
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"Oh ! liere you both axe. Good moming, 
your Grace. Will it please you both to 
breakfast? Was I not discreet to sing out- 
ßide the door ? " she whispered to May. 

" You are very saucy, as you always are. 
Is Auntie down ? " 

Oh, yes ! Auntie had been down an age, 
and wondering what they were all about. Of 
course the fire fonned the chief topic of 
€onversation during breakfast. Suddenly 
there was an inquiry for Edith. She had 
had coflFee in her room; she feared she 
should be late, Gertrude explained. 

"She's gone in the pony chaise, but I 
think she'll have to come home in a boat/' 
ehe Said laughing. 

" Is it not somewhat a mad freak of her 
Ladyship's thus tuming schoolmistress ? " 
Said the Duke. 

"Well, you see, her intention was ex- 
cellent," said Mistress Medlicott, " and she is 



26 A MINGLED YAKS. 

doingi I believe, a very kind action; and had 
the weather been propitious, I do not think 
there would have been anything against it, 
for she is of such a naturally indolent dis- 
Position, that I was glad to see her rousing 
herseif to any exertion ; but this weather i» 
really fearful, but, having promised, she was 
compelled to carry it out." 

" How Edith would have grumbled if sha 
had been made to do it, Axintie," said Ger- 
trude, slyly. 

" Yes : naturally, love, to be compelled ta 
do a disagreeable thing adds very much 
to the annoyance. When we are doing 
what we wish ourselves, the difficulties and 
discomforts do not appear half so formid- 
able. I hope, Lilian, you thought of 
sending James to the Priory : we must not 
give the poor servants more joumeys 
through this weather than we can help." 

*'I did, Auntie dear. Again they will* 
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disappoint us at our dinner-party. Yoiing 
Mr. Ashleigh is so hurt, that, of course, he 
will not be able to come." 

" Yes; we generally get disappointed there, 
do we not? Why, here comes the good 
Doctor through this torrent, I declare ! " 

"Ah! that's for me, the good old dearT' 
Said Gertrude. " He's coming to teil me all 
the particulars: he knows I like to hear 
everything from the beginning, and he's the 
only one who thoroughly indulges me." 

"And spoUs you, Gertrude." 

"Just a little, perhaps," said Gertrude, 
laughing ; and the Doctor was soon released 
from his wet eloak, and installed in the most 
comfortable chair, with Gertrude on a stool 
at his feet, reeeiving all the news he had 
to relate. But it was little more than she 
knew., Walter had rescued a person from 
the buming room, supposed to be there for 
flome nefarious purpose. Whether he had 
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set fire to the room w«as not yet known : he 
ßhould go up presently and inquire about 
them — probably Everard would see him. 

Mistress Medlicott proposed that, as the 
Doctor had come through such weather, 
Gertrude had better read with him, and 
then he could make himself happy in the 
library until after lunch, when the rain 
might abate a little. 

Gertrude could not help wishing that the 
Doctor had gone to the Priory first^ that she 
might have heard the very latest intelligence 
from the best authority; and therefore an 
agreeable surprise awaited her, when, just 
before the time to dress for dinner, the 
Doctor was shown into the drawing-room, 
and little as they knew of him or liked him, 
it was with horror they heard, as they 
all eagerly asked the news, that the only life 
lost in the fire was that of — Mr. Ashleigh 1 

** Poor Walter is dreadfuUy knocked up," 
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Said the Doctor. "The horror and excite- 
ment of discovering, when he reached the 
buming room, that it was his father who was 
the victim, has quite overcome him. He 
is scorched, too, a little about his hands and 
face, but not severely bumt: the mental 
distress they are most anxious about." 

" But I do not understand," said Gertrude. 
**I thought Mr. Ashleigh was in town." 

" So did they ; but they fancy he must 
have retumed under some suspicion of 
wrong-doing in his absence. That unforn 
tunate wing has been the cause of endless 
annoyance ever since they have been there, 
and they think it has lately been used by 
someone who wished to conceal papers or 
something there. There are evidently some 
family aflfairs of an unpleasant nature, which 
Everard naturally did not care to enter into 
with me, but, at any rate, this is a most 
fearfully tragic event in any family." 



30 A MINGLED YAKÜT. 

*^ It 18, indeed, too horrid,'' said Mistress 
Medlicott '*I hope that poor yonng man 
will lecover the sad ahock. I like what I saw 
of him better, I think, than the eider one." 

"They are both excellent yoting men; 
very different in character, but very good, 
both of them/' answered the Doctor. 
"Everard much the cleverest; but there is 
a something about Walter which draws one 
irresistibly towards him," 

"Mr. Everard Ashleigh is very nice to 
talk to/' said Gertrude. 

" Yes ; he had a long talk with you at the 
picnic," said Edith. 

*' He did ; he gave me quite a lesson on 
botany : he seems to know everything." 

"He is very studious/' said the Doc- 
tor, "and makes good nse of what he 
knows." 

" Will this sad event make them leave the 
Priory, do you think?" asked Lilian, and 



A MIKGLED YARN. 31 

tihose watching her narrowly miglit have 
Seen a slight flush on her face as she 
^poke. 

"I think it highly probable, my Lady. 
The melancholy circumstance will make the 
place distastefal to them, and I should think 
that nervous, delicate daughter would never 
like to live there/' 

"No, poor thingl I wonder who will 
break the news to her ? " 

"Her brother Everard has written. I 
oflFered to do anything^ in my power in 
the writing way, but he said he was glad to 
be occupied in what must be done." 

" Yes; it is a great mercy that in times of 
great affliction there is so much that must be 
done, and the necessity to dine and dress and 
all those commonplaces of life, compel the 
exertion we are so unwiUing to make. And 
now, Doctor, after all your kindness, you 
must stay here and dine now, and not again 
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encounter this weather," said Mistress 
Medlicott. 

"Oh! my dear madam, I cannot: I am 
not dressed for dinner." 

"But we are only a family party. His 
Grace of Ciaverton is my dear nephew 
Philip now, and will waive all ceremony, 
I know. Here he is, to answer for him- 
setf." 

" What is it ? what am I to sav ? " he 
asked. 

" To excuse Dr. Stülwell making a grand 
toilet to-night He has come here in our 
Service, and we cannot let him go away 
until he has dined." 

"Certainly not, certainly not. I don't 
mean certainly not I won't excuse him, you 
know," said the Duke, laughing. " I mean, 
certainly do not let him go until he haa 
dined. In such lamentable weather as 
this dinner is a greater necessity than usuaL 



A MINGLED YAEN. 33 

And do you know, Auntie/' he said in a 
low voice, sitting down on the ground at 
her feet, as he often did now, " I have not 
in the least lost my appetite ; indeed, it has 
increased to an alanning and most unro- 
mantic degree since I came here." 

^^ I am glad to hear it," said Mistress 
Medlicott ; " it is a good proof of a healthy 
mind in a healthy body." 

" Edith, are you going to the school again 
to-morrow, or are your aquatie expeditions 
over ? " asked the Ihike. 

" Yes, of course I am ; I have promised to 
go on for a month, you know.'' 

" Are you not getting tired of it ? " 

"No, not at aU; but Ma'mselle has 
kindly undertaken to help me — ^for the 
monitors, who are supposed to take carö of 
the small babies, are more troublesome than 
their charges, and I want someone to look 
after them — ^but I shall not let her go if 

VOL. III. D 
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.the weather is like this, because there is 
only room in the pony-chaise for James 
.and me. 

" Then whj do you not have the brougham» 
Edith ? " asked her aunt. 

"Oh, it would be too absurd to have 
ihe brougham to take the infiant scbool* 
mistress to her work." 

"I think the kind deputy might be al* 
lowed the indulgence, though, and I must 
insist on your having it to-morrow, dear 
Edith: this is not like sumjner rain, and 
you will be catching cold." 

"Very well, Auntie; but perhaps it will be 
fine to-morrow: it must be tired of raining/* 
"We will hope so. Where is May all 
this time ? " 

"She is gone to the library to write a 
letter, and forbade me to come, or she should 
not write sense," said the Duke. " But she 
must have finished by this time — it's an age 
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4igo, SO I shall go and see;" and away 
he went, Gertrude mischievously taking 
out her watch as he passed her, to show 
him he had been exactiy ten minutes absent 
from her. 
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CHAPTER III. 

EvERARD AsHLEiGH and Rupert Carrington 
are seated together in the drawing-room of 
the pretty and well-appointed house — ^hushed 
and darkened now, tiU the owner, who is Ijuxg 
in the solenin dignity of death, shall be 
carried to his last earthly resting-place. 
Everard had thonght it better to come and 
see his mother, and teil her of the awful 
mode in which she had been released froxa 
him who for years had made her life a tor- 
ment; and Walter had asked him to see 
Rupert, teU him, and bid him come down to 
titiem as soon as he eould. 

" Walter got my letter ? " he asked. 
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"He- did, yesterday moniiiig, and he was 
the more anxious that you should hear all 
this horrid story, to explain his not writing 
to condole with you on your good uncle's 
loss." 

" Yes ; Walter's troubles are heavier than 
mine now/' said Eupert. 

"Well, it would be, of course, affectation 
to pretend to feel deep sorrow for such a 
father as ours was; but still he was our 
father, and the veil of death softens faults, 
and makes them appear less odious. We 
remember now more what he was when 
we were chüdren at his knee, when we 
looked up to him and loved him: that is 
the father we seem now to have lost." 

"Exaclly; I can understand that. Is 
poor Walter mach hurt, do you think?" 

"No, not seriously, I hope; but his 
hands are scorched, and his face slightly, 
and he feels strained and exhausted, and 
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keeps acting in bis mind the homd scene- 
over and over again. I shall get him away 
as soon as possible. I have agreed witli 
my mother to give the place up — ^we should. 
none of us be ever happy there agam." 

A slight smile passed over Eupert's face 
as he Said: 

"Not ona Visit?" 

" What do you mean ? " asked Everard. 

"Why, I mean I should like to hav^^ 
it. Let me buy it of you. I had made up 
my mind when my poor uncle died to seil 
out and come and live' in your neighbour- 
hood — why not at the Priory ? " 

" Well, my dear fellow, I am sure I shall 
be delighted to let you have it, and I have. 
no doubt in your hands it will assume a 
much brighter appearance." 

** Talk it over, then, with Walter, and let 
me know." 

" You will want a wife there, Eupert." 
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** Yes ; in course of time I shall bring 
one there, probably." 

• " Don't be hasty about it, Bupert : it is a 
matter for grave consideration — ^beauty is 
not all/' 

**Indeed, no ; a very channing adjunct, 
ihough^ you will admit." 

" Yes ; but I think I should want three 
good things in a wife, aU of them, to my 
mind, indispensable: good temper, good 
sense, and good birth." 

"You are right; and I have secured 
all, only adding to them good looks." 

" Then you are a fortunate feUow," said 
Everard ; and to himself he said : " Walter 
has been misinformed." 

"How did your mother and sister bear 
your news, Everard ? I have not asked you : 
one's öwn affairs somehow keep selfishly 
cropping up, to the exclusion of other 
peoples'J 
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''A common fault of hiunanity^ Bupert 
One's own aflFairs must ever touch one more 
nearly. Well, I think they were botii glad 
of their release, but sorry for the maimer 
öf it." 

" And you have no clue to the object of 
your unfortunate father's visit to the empty 
vnngy nor an idea of the cause of the fire ?" 

"To hide away and destroy at leisure 
certain documents, we think, for an open 
iron ehest was found with a quantity of 
charred paper in it, and a heap of ashes in 
the grate." 

"It is very singular, and the sad thing 
is that you can never now ascertain the 
truth." 

"Well, we fancy that the butler knows 
a Httle, and my uncle, if we can discovet 
him, will teil us a great deal, no doubt." 

" Will he ever put in an appearance again, 
do you think ? " 
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" I am not sure : it depends on how far 
he is acquitted of the crime of which he was 
accnsed. We axe certainly fortunate m our 
relations, are we not?" he said, with a sad 
smile. 

"You are," said Rupert, "rather; but 
Jbrighter dajrs will come, old fellow, I hope. 
When is the fimeral ? " 

"The day after to-morrow." 

" We bury the poor Major to-morrow ; so, 
if it would be any comfort, I would come 
down to you in the evening." 

" It would, indeed. I know Walter would 
feel better at the sight of you: he is not 
diffuse in his friendships — ^those he does love 
he loves truly." 

" And I am one, I believe. Poor, dear, old 
Popt TeU him I wiU come." 

"And you will follow; or would you 
rather not ? " 

" Yes ; certainly I will." 
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*' There will be a laige gathering : it has 
made a Sensation in the qiüet village, and 
people are anxious to show their sympathy 
for US." 

"I have no doubt. What about your 
mother and sister? are they going down to 
the Prioiy at all ? " 

" No ; we have decided it is better not 
They wiU remain where they are until we 
ean get rid of the Priory, and, in the mean 
while, the mother will look for a pretty, 
small house in town/' 

" That is a very good plan. Then let me 
know, as soon as you ean, about the Priory^ 
and I will tiy and make it a bright place, 
where you will all, I hope, like to come and 
visit me.'* 

As Everard was leaving the room the 
servant brought two letters for Eupert One 
bore the Haseley Mere post-mark, in a 
delicate, woman's band. He held it for a 
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moment before \e opened it, his heart 
beatdng rapidly as the thought rushed inta 
Hs mind— "It is from Madeleine!" He 
feared to open it and be disappointed. It 
must be from her — ^who eise can it be ? It 
is opened at last, and he reads : 

** Come back to me. 

" Yours, for ever, 

" Madeleinb," 

With rapture he presses the few words to 
his lips, and then, with a sudden start, he 
remembers that he has an obstacle to remove 
now. What is he to do ? He has no fear 
of her, if he teils her the truth. But her 
relations — ^what will they say? Shall he 
keep it for ever a secret ? But if it should 
by chance be revealed! — ^would she trust 
hini again ? No ! she must be — ^she should be 
told, come what would. And, snatching up a 
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pen, before he looked at the other letter, he 
wrote : — 

" My Treasüre, 

" Your letter has filled me with joy 
and sorrow. I would come to you directly, 
but my uncle is just dead, and I must be 
here to pay him the last honours. Then I 
will fly to you; but, be prepared — I have 
that to teil you which may make you see 
another bar to our union, more difficult to 
surmount. I would have told you when I 
was with you, but I was under a pledge of 
secrecy. Now I am free to speak. You 
shall know all, and I shall leave myself in 
your hands. K you are a free agent, and 
may act for yourself, you will deeide in my 
favour, I believe. To-morrow evening I will 
see you, my darling — ^my beloved for ever ! 
whatever happens. 



" Rupert. 
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Then he tumed to the other letter. Again 
a Haselej Mere postmark. 

"Dear Sir, 

" Poor old Pojoitz is dying. You 
appeared to be strongly interested in him, 
If you would see him alive, go at once. 

" Yours, 

"J, Stillwell/' 

In a quarter of an hour from the pe- 
rusal of that letter Rupert was on his 
way to the little village, where the raya 
of the setting sun, gleaming through the 
murky clouds and glistening on th^ 
rain-drops hanging on branches, and leaves, 
and window-ledges, rested on the dying 
form of the poor' old schoohnaster. A 
young, handsome face watches beside 
him, with clustering brown hair, and deep 
blue, eamest eyes, with an eager, wistful 
look in them, as they are fixed on the 
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closed lidfl — on the open mouth and diy 
lips, from which the breath comes thick 
and fast. 

"Has he not spoken at all?*' he asks 
eagerly of the woman who Stands beside 
him. 

" Not since he was took for worse, sir/' 

" And has he asked for anyone — ^before he 
grew worse, I mean ? *' 

"No, sir, not ezactly; but he's talked a 
•great deal of his son, sir." 

There was a pause, and then Eupert said 
gently, bending over the dying form of 
the oldman: "Father!" 

He opened his eyes, cast a wild lock 
aronnd the room, and made a faint effort 
to rise. 

Bupert put his band under his head; 
raising it genüy, and looking eamestly inta 
his face, said again : " Father 1 " 

The old man fized his eyes on his 
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with a Strange^ eamest gaze, and then a 
ßmile broke over his face, which seemed to 
give it a supematural light, and his head feil 
back on Eupert^s arm. 

" Oh, put him down, sir ! — ^he's gone, poor 
dear I " said the woman. " YouVe no call 
to fret, sir ; he's died so happy/' 

Poor Rupert ! The two beings who had, 
perhaps, loved him best on earth had passed 
away within such a short time of each other, 
•and by neither could he feel assured he was 
recognized or foygiven. 

After a few moments he tumed to Mrs. 
Wenham, and said : 

" That was my father. I wish you to see 
vthat his funeral is conducted with every 
possible propriety, without ostentation, on 
Tuesday. I should wish him buried at three 
o'clock. I will be here to attend as chief 
moumer. You have been kind to him ; put 
yourself in such mouming aa you deem 
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necessaiy," he said, putting into her hand a 
bank note. " And have you written to Dr, 
StiUweU ? " 

" I have, sir ; I'm expecting him eveiy 
moment" 

"I cannot stay longer now. I have an 
important appointment ; but teil him what I 
have told you. I will send him a note, 
requesting his attendance at the funeraL" 

Yes; Rupert'» mind was made up. He 
would, before the world, acknowledge hiß 
birth, teil the story as it was told to him, 
and content himself with such friends as 
would still cling to him. He would not 
wait for Walter's counsel now, but do what 
seemed to him right and straightforward, 
and leave the issue in higher hands. Bearing 
as his motto for life his uncle's last words, 
"Wrong will never come right," he would 
strive eamesüy to take the straight and 
narrow way henceforth, which, however 
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difficult and unpleasant, was the light way. 
He could see the long course of wrong 
which his poor uncle had taken, which in 
his last moments he had feit so bitterly ; his 
forgetfolness, first, of the Divine command, 
"until seventy times seven," which drove firom 
him the guilty sister and her innocent child ; 
then the pride which made him ashamed to 
acknowledge as relations the humble village 
girl and her husband, and the selfiahness 
which took from them their "ona ewe 
lamb " — ^the brightness of their little home 
to gladden his, all the time lulling 
himself in the secnrity of the good 
action he was doing 1 — so, above all things, 
deceitfal is the human heart All this 
Rupert plainly saw, and by the new light 
determined-^ven if it should sever him from 
the one being on earth whom he loved so 
fondly, &om the dreams of perfect earthly 
happiness he imagined— he would no longer 

VOL. III. E 
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conceal his humble oiigin, or be ashamed to 
own himself the son of Peter Poyntz, car- 
penter and achoolmaster. 

E[e had written a huiried line to Walter 
to say bnBiness of importance would prevent 
his reaeliing the Prioiy until veiy late, but 
he would come as soon as he could, and 
opened his letter to Madeleine, to add that 
he miglit be detained by a Pressing bTismeas ; 
but, if he coTild not get to her that evening, 
he would be with her the first thing in the 
moming. And now, not waiting for rest 
or re&eshment, though Mrs. Wenham 
preased them both, he hurried away to 
Haseley Mere to hear his fate, and receive 
Madeleine's decision. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

•"What had we better do? Oh, Lily, Tm 
so frightened I It was so obstinate of Edith 
togo." 

" No, no, Gertrade, not 'obstinate.' She 
had promised, and wonld not go from her 
Word; you know she is very fearless, and 
would not beHeve in any danger." 

" But it is so headstrong of her ! Mr. 
Prescott told her last night that the watera 
were out all over the place, and that onr 
village stream looked very swoUen and 
angry ; and he implored her not to keep ex- 
posing herseif to this weather. I believe 
«he has gone as much out of defiance to him 
33 anything." 

E 2 
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" Don't be unjust, (rertrude, because you 
are frightened and aixxious. Where is 
Philip?" 

" I dofi't know ; shaJl I go and find him. 
andaskhisadvice?" 

"Yes. Who do you say told you this 
Story ?" 

" James' mother. She haa come down for 
the wine for Janey. and she says she heaxs 
the village is like a sea ; that the water is in 
the ground floors of all the cottages in the 
Street, and two of the bridges are carried 
away/* 

"There is some exaggeration, I doubt not. 
Does Auntie know ? '' 

" Not yet ; I thought it would firight^i' 
her, so I came to you first. What shall we 
do?" 

"I will go and teil her, and you find 
Phüip, atid consult with him on what is 
best to be done." 
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" Yes, I wiU. James says the wind was so 
tremendous, he could scarcely drive ; and he 
asked Edith to tum back, but she wouldn't ; 
she Said it didn't rain, and the wind would 
not matter. The water was tremendously 
high, then ; and he heard that all Oatlands 
near the river was under water. Fll ran 
and find PhiKp." 

"0hl don't be frightened/' he said, as, 
with white fex^e and teaiful eyes, Gertrude 
rapidly related her story; "it's quite an 
excitement Let me order a horse that is 
not a&aid of water, and TU have Edith out of 
a two pair, back or front, aa the caae may be, 
in no time. Poor girl ! She must be teaching 
the youBg idea how to swim now, instead of 
shootl Cheer up," he said, kindly; "we 
shall have her home all right — it's a splendid 
adventurel What about May?" he said, 
suddenly; "she'll be in a state of mindl 
I'd better go without her knowing it. Oh, 
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noi — ^poor darlingl — I can't da that. TU run 
and put it in the best light, and you order 
my horse like a dear — ^and it would be as 
well to let a groom go on another." 

In a moment or two more the Duke was 
galloping up the avenue, followed by a 
groom — ^the girls, Mistress Medlicott, and 
Ma'mselle watching them away. May,* 
pleased and groud that her dear Philip had 
gone so willingly to the rescue, though by 
no means convinced that there was no pos- 
sible danger, and that he should be home in 
no time, which was what he had assured her. 
Bending his head to the wind, the Duke 
rode on, and suddenly heard his name 
loudly called by a horseman, riding rapidly 
towards him. 

" Prescott," he said, reining up his horse; 
" where are- you going ? " 

"Is she at the school?'' he asked, 
hurriedly. 
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'' She — ^Edith? yes ; I am poetiiig there to 
get her back/' 

''For God's sake, lose no timer' and 
taming Ms horse's head back towards the 
village, without another word the two 
jormg men rode rapidly on. 

Dire confiision reigned in the litüe streets. 
Two of the smaU bridges had been dashed 
away, and the others were brokeni and 
would soon follow. The turgid, angry water 
fiowed on and on, rushing through the 
little gardens, and filling the litde cottagea. 
Eveiy a vailable cart waa in requisition-aome 
caxiying old people and chüdren away ; 
others fumituie which the scaied khabit- 
ante were trying to save. Higher and 
higher the water rose, withfrightM rapidity, 
bearing down fences, sheds, floatiug the 
farm-yards, and carrying away the poor 
animals, as they uttered piteous cries for 
help ; flowing on to the church, and over 



56 A unroLED yabn. 

the giaves, bearing away the flowers aad 
wreathSy laid theie in loving memoiy, 
sparing nothing in its rotUess conise. 

''Where is the school?" asked Preseott. 
It was the fiist woid they had gpoken in 
their desperate ride ; for, as they neared the 
village, they saw the danger was imminent, 
and their anxiety had increased tili they had 
not cared to speak, only to mge their horses 
forwarcL 

''The other side of the street near the 
church," Said the Duke. "Will yourhorse 
face water ? " 

He must," said Prescott, cahnly. 
I was thinking whether we could ride 
round any way." 

'' There is no time for that,'" he said, as a 
tuming in the road, up which the water was 
beginning to flow, revealed the scene of 
desolation. 

''Which is the school-house ? " said the 
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Duke to some men who were trjrmg to stop 
the water &oin flowing into a cottage, in an 
«pper room of which lay an old bedridden 
woman. 

"Over yonder, sir, where you see that 
Waggon. The lady's there, sir. She wouldn't 
come out tili the children is out : she's got 
a rare job I " 

On rode the two young men, followed 
rapidly by the groom ; and soon they are 
np to their saddle-girths in the foaming 
water, in which, dashing along, are large 
planks and dead animals, a poor dog in a 
kennel, trying, with her own body, to keep 
dry her few days' old puppies, yelping 
in her terror and despair. 

At the Upper Windows of the houses, 
weeping women stand gazing out on the 
wreck of the village, with eyes blinded 
with tears, straining to see if the cart they 

have Bent for the " chüdren " is arriving with 
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its preciouB freight. On go the stanggling 
horses, bravely breastiiig the wateis, start- 
iiig aaide as the broken fences and planks 
Btruck against their legs, and at length the 
three horsemen aro b^de the waggon, in 
which are placed some twentylittle children; 
and at the upper window of the school-honse 
Htands Edith, lifting tenderly down to the 
men in the waggon a tiny, screaming, 
frightencd child. Some ten or a dozen moie 
aro clinging screaming to her ; but, with |s 
ealm face — cakn, and still, and resolute as it 
iß in her own drawing-room-^he takes the 
little frightened things, one by one, and 
hands them to the men in it. Over and over 
again they have conjured her, for Mistress 
Medlicott's sake, to come away herseif ; but 
she has smiled down on them with a glance of 
supreme contempt, and said : " What ! and 
leave these helpless children here ? For na 
one's sake on earth I " And so, obeying her 
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Orders, given with such calm and cool com- 
mand, they went and got a waggon ; and 
she, gathering the poor, frightened flock into 
the Upper room, told them stories, with two 
or three of the smallest on her lap ; spoke of 
Hirn who walked on the water as on diy 
land, and who was caring for them now ; 
and that, if the kind men in the waggon 
could not carry them home, He would, and 
that would be better still. 

She saw the Duke and Prescott before 
they saw her ; and as they came beneath the 
window she said, in a cool, cheerfal voice : 

" Are you come to help me with my poor 
babies ? " 

" We are come for you, Edith," said the 
Duke. "Can you get out of that window ? If 
so, I can take you before me on my horse." 

" I dare say I can ; but the babies first. 
Could you give some orders for boats to be 
fetched? surely they could get some from 
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the Fcrry. Do go and see — ^the wsier in- 
creases frightfiilly." 

'* I shall not move from here/' said 
Prescott, as the Duke looked inquiringly at 
him. 

^^ But we shall be compelled in a moment, 
if the water goes on at this rate. Do come, 
Edith — ^the men will see to the babies.*' 

*' But who is to liffc them out ? tbey are 
80 small and so frightened. No, no ! there 
are only about twenty more/' she said. 
" Here comes another waggon : we shall soon 
get them all out." 

While she spoke, Prescott had urged his 
horse nearer the house, and, jumping 
from the saddle, had dashed through 
the schoolroom — now up to his knees 
in water — and rushed up the staircase into 
the room, where, taking the child Edith 
waa just raismg in her axms from her, he 
«aid: 
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" Tour ladyship must excuse me, but you 
will at once leave this room by the, I admit, 
somewhat unosual exit of this window, or 
not another child goes into the cart 1 '" 

"Wbat do you mean?" she said, in- 
dignantiy. 

"Wbat I say. K you will immediately 
make your escape, as the Duke proposes, 
I give you my sacred promise, as a gentle- 
man, that I will not leave this place whilst 
onechüd is left in it. These heavy, stnardy 
urchins I can manage better than you. See, I 
can take two at a time — ^there they go," he 
said, as, gently pushing her aside, he took two 
of them, one under each arm, and carefuUy 
deposited them in the man's arms below. 
" Now, will you go ? " 

"I can trust you, I think," she said, 
looking fixedly at him ; " but yourself ? " 

"Edith, come," caJled the Duke, "I 
entreat you! The horse is getting so 
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fidgetty. Prescott, I believe yours won't 
stand" 

" Let him go, then,'* said Prescott, calmly. 
"Hold steady, her Ladyahip is Coming. 
Teil George to take the mare's head ; " and 
seizing Edith in his arms, he let her genüy 
down to the Duke, who placed her before 
him, and was riding away with her before 
she conld recover herseif. 

"Go round, your Grace, through West- 
mere,'' called the groom, galloping after him. 
**Don't try to ford the stream with my 
Lady!" 

" Which way ? " asked the Duke. " You 
ride on first ; TU follow. Are you fright- 
ened, Edith ? " 

" Not a bit ; but those children ! Mr. 
Prescott says he will not leave them." 

" Then they are safe. He never broke his 
Word since he could speak," answered the 
Duke. 
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^ Mistress Medlicott, though calm and 
quiet afl usual, was very auxious ; and, after 
some little time, proposed that the carriage 
should be sent down the road to meet Edith, 
and some brandy and some wraps put in it. 
as she feared that she and the Duke would 
Buffer firom the cold and wetting which, at 
the very best, they must have. 

"As the groom is with Phüip, he can 
bring his horse home," she said, "if he 
\dU come in the carriaga I think I wiU 
go myself to meet them." 

" No, no/' Against that the girls loudly 
protested, and it was finally arranged that 
Ma'mselle should go. But before the Orders 
could be carried out a carriage came driving 
rapidly up the avenue, and in another mo- 
ment Edith was being smothered in kisses 
by her sisters, the Duke standing patiently 
by until the excitement had somewhat sub- 
sided, and then he said, very meekly : 
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** Are you not all veiy pleased to see me, 
and veiy much obliged to me ? " 

One Uttle band stole into bis, and a few 
murmuied words made him deaf to all 
besides, until Gertrade said : 

" Now, Pbilip, do sit down, and teil us 
all about everytbing. How did you get 
this dear girl out of tbe house ? and how 
did you get in tbe Priory carriage ? — for I 
see it is theirs: and teil us aU about it^ 
beginning at tbe beginning." 

And so he did, inteirupted by Gertrude^B 
entbusiaatie exclamations of delight at Mr. 
Prescott 

"And now about tbe carriage. How 
came you to have that ? " 

"Well, your groom told me not to 
venture back tbe same way I came, but 
advised going some roimd, which I bid 
bim show me and I would follow. We 
found ourselves at tbe back of tbe Priory 
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^urd.en3; and, staading at the gate, was 
young Ashleigh, with some remarkablj. 
good-looking young fellow. Seeing our 
plight, Ashleigh stepped forward and asked 
if there had been an accident^ and could 
he be . of any assistance ? I was only too 
glad to get poor Edith a more comfortable 
Position, and at once said : * Yea Lend me 
a carriage to take home her Ladyship/ No 
SQoner said than done : we were shown 
into the Kbrary, given wine and biscuits 
—and here we are." 

"Which Mr. Ashleigh was it?" asked 
May. 

" Not the hero of the fire, for he was still 
keeping his room — the brother told me so/' 

"It was Everard, then," said Gertrade. 
" Well, I am glad he can come out of his 
books, and make himself useful sometimes.'' 

"Edith, dear, you're tired," said Lilian; 
" come up-stairs with me." 

VOL. III. F 
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*'0h, no 1 Tm not in the least Txa veiy 
thirsty ; I should like some water." 

**The luncheon is on the table; let na 
go in withoutwaiting forthe summons," said 
Mistress Medlicott. 

"No, I don't want any luncheon. FU 
go up-stairs," said Edith. 

"Ahl but she will faint away," said 
Ma'mselle, going quickly to her ; for, as she 
tried to rise from her seat, she staggered 
and feil back. 

" What is it, dear ? Do you not feel 
well ? '* said her aunt, Coming. to her. 

"Oh, yesi Tm quite well," gasped the 
poor girl ; " but I sprained my wrist lifting 
one of the children, and it — ^it " 

No more words could come from the white 
Ups — ^Edith had fainted. With a powerful 
effort, however, she in a few moments 
recovered herseif, and only implored to be 
aUowed to go up-stairs and be quiet in her 
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own room, and Ma'mselle should come and 
J)ind her wrist up — she should be qxiite 
weU by dinner ; and so, knowing her great 
ilislike to be made a fuss with or to 
be detected in anything like weakness or 
giving way, they let her have her will; 
iand the Duke, requesting Mistress Medlicott 
.to excuse him &om luncheon, said he must 
go back to the village, and see afker his 
friend, and try to be of use. Ashleigh did 
not know anything like the extent of the 
»ischief, and he and iiis friend intended 
starting at once. 

" Don't get hurt, Philip ; be back before 
dark," said May. 

" ril take care of myself, my beauty, for 
yöur sake." 

" Bring Mr. Prescott back with you," said 
Mistress Medlicott. "Come, girls, you 
must be fainting for food. Gertrude, dear, 

run up to Edith, and teil her I insist on 

F 2 
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her eating. Ma'mselle had better remain 
with her, anct have her limcheoo, too, takoi 
there." 

All that aftemoon thej could settle to no 
employment. May sat chiefly at the win- 
dour, watching for Philip; and at last he 
came, but alone. Prescott thought his 
mother would be uneasj, and had gone 
home. He had stajed tili eveiy chÜd was 
«ife, and been working hard with him aince. 
It was a Bad sceue, and it would be long, 
he feared, ere Haseley Mere would cease to 
remember the Great Flood. 



r \ 
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CHAPTER V. 

It was growing dusk when Kupert reached 
the old farm, where, from the window, 
watched Madeleiue so anxiously. Her face 
was lighted with the radiance of happiness, 
increasing tenfold her beauty. She was 
jbolding in hers the hand of the good old 
woman, who had kept her secret so faith- 
fully, and leamed to love her so truly that, 
^ she sat now waiting for him who was to 
take her away, the tears dimmed her eyes, 
and she could only look in Madeleine's face 
with a loving, yeaming look that, even 
ämidst her bright happiness, pained her 
to see. 

. " Here he comes I " she said at last, with 
a sigh of deep content and relief. 
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The poor old woman loosed her hold of 
her hand^ and said : 

«Let him in, dearie ; bis eyes be weary- 
ing for a sight on you." 

With her heart beating, and tirembling 
with joy and agitation, Madeleine went to 
the door. 

" Is Miss " he began. It was so dark 

in the narrow passage, but her white hands 
were held out to him, and in a moment 
they were caught, and she was held to hi» 
heart. 

It seemed a long time to Mrs. Broderip 
since Madeleine had gone to let him in; 
but she only sighed, and said : 

"Ah, well ! time's nought to them now/' 

Presently they came in — ^he with his 
arm still round her, his bright face all 
aglow, looking so handsome, so glad; and 
she, her fair head leaning on his Shoulder, 
a whole world of love in her radiant eyes; 
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And US they stood thus before her, the poor 
old woman rose from her seat, and raising 
her hands, said solemnlj, as the tears which 
had been so long dimming her eyes feU 
4own her withered cheeks : 

" May the Ahnighty bless thee both, and 
bless thy love, and make thee happy here 
and hereaffcer." 

"Thank yoTi, good old friend," said 

Eupert, taking her hands in his aad pressing 

,them cordiaUy, while Madeleine put her 

anns roiind her, and placed her tenderly 

back in her seat. 

"Let me sit here at your feet, and you 
shall teU my tale to Rupert. Will you, 
Granny dear ? " 

' "Ab you will, Iny chüd. Ah, yes! close 
beside her sit. YouVe won a treasure; 
guard it well, my man. Her 'price is 
above rubies.' " . ' 

"Hush, hush! no flatteiy," said Made* 
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leine, smilingy ** or I shall fear to trast 70U 
with my tale. Now begin," 

'* Yes, I am impatient, Madeleine,'' aaid 
Kapert, " for I have a tale to teU, too, that 
may change aJl this joy to grief for me, and 
leave me to grasp only the shadow of the 
happiness I have dreamed of, Kved for, 
prayed for, since I first looked in your dear 
face." 

" Rupert, have no fear. There is nothing 
you cau teil me that will alter my love 
for you now, or make me break my 
promise." 

He pressed the hand she had plaxied in 
iiis to his lips; and then Mrs. Broderip 
Said : 

** You see, sir, I had a daughter who went 
to Hve in Ireknd. She married there m 
Irish soldier, who died and left her with one 
baby girl— Kathleen," she said, smiling. 
"To help herseif along she oflFered herseif 
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'9S nurse to a lady who was hot strong 
enough to nurse her own baby, and so 
this dear young lady became my child's 
foster child. Her mother — ^her beautiful 
mother " — (Kupert touched the locket hang- 
ing round Madeleine's neck). " Yes, that s 
the fiace, sir. — ^Well, she had married an old 
man, old enough to be her father. Foolish 
^1! She thought his wealth would make 
her happy, and, too soon, she learned how 
litüe power money only had. Then came 
one with fair face and winning tongue; 
and she knew, poor thing ! too late, how 
worthless was the gold for which she had 
given her hand. But he was a good, true, 
noble man, was hei* husband. He saw it 
all — saw how the poor young thing struggled 
against her love; and he were that kind 
aad patient, that he helped her to be strong 
a&d faithful to hinu And she was, sir, 
though this bitter world said differepit. But 
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for her, poor dear! — ^suddenly the good 
cid man died— died by poison; and through 
the city the cniel slanderers pointed to the 
poor wife and him who would have been 
her lover ; and, dir, they took them up on 
a Charge of murder ! It could not be proved, 
and they were let o£F; but still no one 
believed in their innocence, and that fairly 
broke the poor mother's heart, sir, and she died^ 
and this poor dear child grew up under her 
fester mother's care, determining never to 
take her Station as a lady tili her mother's 
name were cleared. Then little Kathleen 
died, and my poor girl got into a bad way ; 
and, as she feit her time was not long on 

earth '' 

"Let me finish, dear granny," said 
Madeleine. " My poor foster mother, Rupert, 
urged me to take a house and servants, and 
have a lady with me to take charge of me, and 
be Miss Fitzgerald — spending and enjoying 
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the wealth my poor father left me — ^but I 
Said, *No, I will go to England to your 
mother and father and be their child, and 
comfort them for your sake, who have been 
so good to me, and never take the name 
of Fitzgerald tili I am not ashamed to own 
it/ I stayed with her, Rupert, tili she was^ 
released from all her sufferings, and then 
came here. Bravely and truly have these 
dear people kept my secret; and now my 
prayer is granted. A wretched woman, 
who was our servant, has died in Dublin; 
and, on her deathbed, has owned that she 
gave my poor father the wrong medicine, 
and in dread and terror left her Situation 
on the plea of sudden illness. Her deposi- 
tion has been written down, and in it she 
clears my mother of every stain upon her 
character, praying in mercy she may be 
believed — that in her death she may repair 
the evil which in her life she caused. While 
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on my mother's name such shame rest^ 
I would be no man's wife ; nor, Eupert " 

" Now, my treasure — my love," he said, 
bending down to her, " will you honoiix 
with your hand one all unworthy of you? 
Madeleine, I am the son of Peter Poyntz; 
the old schoolmaster of Haseley Mere^ 
wha was in early days a village carpenter. 
This is my secret. Can you now fulfil 
your promise ? " 

" Rupert I you do not mean this ? " 

" I do," he said, sadly, for he feit he had 
ßhocked her with his revelation. 

" Then," she said, " I can only say that — 
oh ! foolish Rupert — ^I am ashamed to think 
you could, for one moment, call this an 
obstacle. You had but a poor estimate of 
the love you say you prize, Granny, ought 
I to refuse him ? " she said, smiling in her 
old friend's face. 

**No, no, my dear; he has that in his 
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face which makes him noble, be he what 
he is ; and may God bless and pros^ 
per you both, and make your lives blest 
through life unto death, and beyond;'' and 
with this benediction she left them to them- 
selves. 

" And you have no one who can control 
you in tbis matter, my darling ? " he asked, 
when they were alone. 

"No one, Rupert — I am now alone in 
the World. Our good lawyer, who was an 
old friend of my dear father's, counsels me 
in most things, but beüeves in me implicitly,. 
too : he spoils me, I think. He has been 
taking.care of my property. which has att 
this time been out at interest : I would only 
use just enough to keep me according to tha 
Station I chose to move in. He thought — 
dear old thingl — I was very foolish; but^ 
Kuport, I cQxdd not have bome to be 
pointed out as ^ that Miss Fitzgerald ' whose 
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mother had been accused of crime. I am 
supposed to be dead — ^to have died at my 
foster mother's ; only the lawyer, Mr. 
Donaldson, and his daughter — another 
Kathleen — ^have been in my secret, and they 
have continually corresponded with me and 
wrote constantly Wben the unhappy 
woman made her confession Mr. Donald-» 
son at once wrote to me. He had always 
some suspicion of her, and has en- 
deavoured f or a long while to trace her." 
. "Teil me one thing, dearest, will you? 
Po you know the name of the yoimg maa 
who was implicated with yonr poor mother 
in this unjust charge ? " asked Eupert 
' "I do; a name well known to you— 
Ashleigh.'* 

"I thought so. Walter's uncle." 
" Eeally, Eupert, are you sure ? " she 
Said, eagerly. " I fancied it might be, and 
can well beHeve it, for a photograph of 
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h\m amongst my deax mother's thinga is so 
üke Walter Ashleigt" 

"He told me his uncle lay under this 
imputation ; he believed, I think, deservedly. 
He wiU be glad indeed to know him 
ümocent. Although they do not know 
anytling of him, it is not pleasant to have 
a relative with such an unenviable notoriety. 
I may teil him, if he is not already aware 
of it, may I not ? " 

** Certainly. Here's grandfather,'' she 
Said, " I feel as if I must still call him so. 
Rupert, you will let me always know and 
love them, will you not ? " 

" My darling ! Have they not been kind 
to you ? What stronger claims could they 
have on me ? They will be welcome guests 
always at the Priory." 

"At the where?^' she asked, won- 
deringly. 
. Kupert smiled. 
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*' I have a fancy to purchase the Priory. 
The Ashleighs wish to be rid of it Should 
you mind living there ? " 

"No, no, indeed. Why, it will soften all 
the sorrow of these dear old folks to know 
I shall not be far from them. Oh, Eupert I 
it is too delightfuL" 

And when the old man entered the 
room, and warmly ahook Eupert s hand, 
only saying, shortly, "Take care on her/' 
she told him, eagerly, how near she should 
still be to them ; and he said then he'd 
try his hardest to forgive him for taking^ 
from him what was like the Hght of hia 
eyes. 

" Why, sir/' said the old man, *' no one 
can teil her worth that don't live with her. 
It ain't her face, though that's beautiful as 
tiie fairest flower i' the garden ; but it's 
the winning ways, the cheery temper that 
nothing ruffles, the sense that sees always 
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w^hat's right to be done, and the for- 
getting — as she do, sir — that there's such a 
person as herseif at aU : all her thoughts are 
for others — ^their comforts, their pleasure 
first Nothing s a trouble to her to do for 
another, and she'll do you a favour as if you 
was a granting her one. That's her weVe 
grown to love better than ourselves. We 
should grudge her to you, only we know 
that it is to make her happy ; and I can 
önly say, sir, if she were the poor humble 
girl you first thought her, you'd 'a been a 
luckier man to win her love than if you'd 
have married an empress." 

Madeleine had slipped away at the first 
words of this panegyric, and gone to help 
in getting the supper, which she still 
insisted ön doing. Old Broderip was to 
drive Rupert to the Priory afterwards, for 
the rain was stiU falling in torrents. 

The old fanner said he had scarcely ever 

VOL. in. G 
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remembered such weather, and doubted, 
if it continued much longer, whether some 
severe mischief would not ensue. They 
talked of the fixe, of Mr. Ashleigh's awful 
death, and of the fiineral on the morrow. 
There would be a large foUowing, he heard, 
for the young gentlemen were so respected, 
^d the people would like to show how they 
feit for them. And so they chatted on, 
Rupert unwilling to leave, and they to 
spare him, until at length he said Walter 
jmght be worrying for him, and he must 
go. And so, with a lingering farewell and 
many last words, he left; and Madeleine 
stood in the porch tili the last sound of the 
wheels had died away in the distance. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

<jrERTRUDE had her wisL On every tiny 

branch and stem— on roofs and window 

ledges, banks and hedges, even the top 

of the weathercock on the church, the snow 

lay thick on Christmas moming. The 

Duke had finished his week's visit at the 

Manor House, and gone away before they 

heard what he had done for those whom 

the flood had so injured ; and with tears 

of joy, and face flushed with pleasnre and 

excitement, May had heard blessings poured 

on the good Duke. They had worked with 

a good will ; and by his aid, Mistress Medli- 

cott's, and some money sent anonymously, 

the mischief was all repaired before the 

g2 
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winter set in in good old-fasliioned style. 
And May was looking forward to Christ- 
mas eve, to see Philip back again. An 
old friend of Mistress Medlicott's, with a 
tribe of young children, were to come, 
too, and help to fill the house, and 
make it ring with merry voices, as at 
Christmastide it should. And on the 
morning of the 24th the girls are all busy 
hanging up the holly, for Aimtie keeps up 
all the good old fashions, and will have the 
house hung with holly and mistletoe, from 
top to bottom. May occasionally ceases 
from the work to look out of the window 
very long, of course, before Philip can be 
expected ; bnt it is enough for her he is to 
come that day, and her impatience can be 
only stiUed by watching for bis arrival long 
before he had started. 

" What a silly girl you are, May ! Philip 
Said he should come by the 5.30 train, and 
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it is not yet one," said Gertrude, wlio,. 
perched on her favourite ladder in the 
library, was striving in vain to make Homer 
wear a wreath she had provided for him. 

"I thought I heard wheels," said May, 
meekly. 

. " The baker, no doubt. Oh ! what a 
filippery head this creature has got, to be 
sure. If it was as shiny inside as it is 
out, I wonder he ever kept anything in it 
You are getting on, Lil, so much better 
than I am : I do not think this is in my 
$tyle. I say, don't you long for the ser- 
vant's ball? I do. Philip says he shall 
dance the first dance with Briggs, in token 
of his forgiveness about the letter." 

" I think they would enjoy themselves a 
great deal better if we did not go near 
them," said LiHan ; "it makes them so shy 
and awkward." 

" Oh ! but it is such fun. We need not 
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stay after the fiist quadiille ; but do let 
QS go to that and see tbe dresses. Edith, 
give me up some more hoUy. What a lazy 
thing you are, reading th^e ! *' 

"Gertxude, you know I can't use my 
band comfortably/' 

" Ob ! I forgot, dear : I beg your pardon. 
But I tbink you ratber trade upon tbat 
injury: it often gives you immuiiity from 
unpleasant tasks now, does it not ? " 

"And so it sbould," said May, warmly, 
"After all Editb did tbat day, sbe ougbt 
never to do anotber tbing sbe does not 
like." 

"Tbank you, May dear," said Editb^ 
smiling ; " mercy seldom tempers Gertrude's 
justice. I own I am lazy — ^at least, tbat 
I am glad of a reasonable excuse to be quiet 
wben I don't want to move; and my 
natural disinclination to exert myself is 
increased by tbe pain it gives me." 
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" All ! now, Edith ; but I do wait on you 
and help you, don't I, more than any of 
them?" 

"Yes, you're very kind in that way, 
I own." 

" All ! dear Doctor, you are come at a 
wish," Said Gertrude, as Doctor Stillwell at 
that moment put his head in at the door. 
"I want someone to help me, dreadfully." 

"But, my dear young lady, my lecture 
is not ' nearly ready : I came in for a 
book/' 

'^ut it's holiday time, and nobody wants 
dry old lectures. Let me crown you King 
Christmas. Homer will not keep this wreath 
on his slippery head, so you must wear it. 
No, no; do not take it off — Fve such an 
idea," and, springing down the ladder, she 
snatched a scarlet table-cover from a table 
near her, and threw it over his Shoulders. 
" Now you shall be dressed like that, with a 
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lovely white wig and beard, and give away 
the prizes in the schooL" 

" Gertrude, you are too bad," said Lilian, 
assisting the Doctor to remove the prickly 
holly wreath, though she could not forbear 
smiling at his wry faces, and at his difficulty 
in saving his head at the expense of his 
fingers. 

*' She is a very mischievous little lady," 
said the good-natured old man, " and loves 
to make game of her oldtutor." 

" No, no ; I really meant you would look 
well dressed like that, and it would äftuse 
the children ; woidd it not, Edith ? What 
is it ? what do you see ? " she continued, 
following Edith's ej^es to the window, who, 
said softly: 

" Mr. Prescott has just driven up to the 
door." 

"Has he ? Oh, how delightful! He shall 
stay to lunch, and we will make him work." 
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" We're nice tidy people to receive 
visitors," said Lilian ; " but ask him, May, 
if he will excuse ceremony, and come in 
liere. Frere will show him into the drawing- 
room." 

" Let me have my book and escape, then," 
said the Doctor. 

"Ah! butstay: please to remember that 
you promised to teil me all the particulars 
of Kathleen O'Brian, alias Madeleine Fitz- 
gerald, of which we have heard a hundred 
diflferent accounts. When will you do 
that?'' 

" This evening, my dear lady, I promise. 
Let me go now;" and he made his escape 
as Prescott entered with May: 
- After the customary salutations, Gertrude 
at onee asked him if he had come to 
luncheon, and feit inclined to help them ? 

"You see we are short-handed. Poor 
Edith's wrist is still too weak to do much." 
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"Not well yet?" he said; but it wa& 
Gertrude he asked, not Edith. 

" No ; is it not a tedions business ? let's 
see ; it 's been done a month " 

" And fonr days," he said. 

" You are preciae, Mr. Preseott" 

"I can never forget that day/* he an- 
swered. 

" Nor can any of ns forget your share in it^ 
Mr. Prescott," said Lilian. 

He made no answer, but took up tiiie 
wreath of hoUy which had adomed tiie 
poor Doctor, and asked where it was to go. 
Could he put it up for tliem ? 

" Can you ? and will you stay, then ? "" 
said Grertrude. * 

" Do" said May ; " Philip wiU be here 
presently." 

" Thank you, if I'm not in the way/' 

" On the contrary, you'U be most useful, 
and you shall have some ' allowance/ " said 
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Grertrude, laughing. " Isn't that what the 
working-men ask for ? " 

"I beKeve so. Please set me to work^ 
Whatcaaldo?" 

"What'sthe matter with him?" whispered 
Gertnide to May, after she had given him 
his directions. " He's not a bit like himself, 
ishe?'' 

" Not a bit. I can guess, I tbink." 

"Is Mrs. Mostyn coming by the same 
train as Philip, Lilian ? " asked Gertrude. 

" No ; they have such a distance to 
cpme, they will be only here in time for 
dinner." 

" I wonder why, as she had such a 
hideous name of her own as Olivia, she in- 
flicted still more frightful ones on her 
daughters ? " 

" What do you call hideous names, Ger- 
trude ? " Said May. 

" Why, Clara, Sophia, and Maria can't be 
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matched for ugKness, except at least by 
Olivia." 

" I don't think Clara ugly, Gertrude ; do 
you, Mr. Prescott ? " 

" It wouldn't be ugly hung like a festoon.^' 

"What, Mr. Prescott?" said Gertrade, 
laughing. 

" Did you not say this was ugly ? " he 
said, pointing to a wreath lying on the 
ground 

" No ; we were talking about names. We 
are expecting some firiends this evening/' 
explained Lilian, "and Gertrude was very 
severe on their baptismal appellations." 

" Oh, I see. I beg your pardon. You see 
I was so engrossed by my work, I could 
not think of anything eise." 

" Exactly ; but now we have recalled your 
«enses, do teil us if you think those names 
-are pretty — Clara, Sophia, and Maria ? " 

" I prefer Saxon names myself ; but one's 



A MINGLBa) YARN. 93 

love for names is only association, after all» 
One might think Sophonisba the most 
perfect name in the worlA" 

" Oh dear I one might, perhaps ; but it 
woTild indeed prove us to be under love'B 
glamour to an alarming extent. Here ia 
dear Auntie Coming to see how we are get^ 
ting on, and we have really done nothing/' 

" Are you come to help my girls ? ^' seid 
Mistress Medhcott, shaking hands warmly 
with him. 

" I came to wish you a merry Christma» 
and many happy New Years/' he said. 

" Thank you, heartily. The same to you ; 
and now, why need you go back again ? Can 
you not stay all day, and dine here ? They 
will not be uneasy about you, will they? 
We have your friend Philip and the 
Mostyns coming by-and-bye, and shall 
manage to make as much noise as we ought 
on Christmas eve." 
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" They will not be uneasy about me," ho 
Said, glancing at Edith as he answered. 

"But perhaps you have some Christmas 
gathering at home ? " she said, as he seemed 
to hesitate. 

" No, not at aH There are some associa* 
tions at home connected with Christmas that 
ptevent my mother caring to make meny 
there : dismal things have a knack of 
happenxng then, I think" 

" It seems to us so, because we are looking 
forward to the season as one of joy." 

"After the plum-pudding age, I think 
we don't seem to care about it." 

''Not about Christmas, Mr. Prescott?'* 
exclaimed Gertrude ; " why, all ages, aU 
nations — Christian nations— love it It 
brings a joy of its own that overrides all 
personal griefe. Don't you remember that 
exquisite description of Dickens' Christ- 
mas in the light-house — ^those two poor 
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men out in the deep there, keeping it ? 
Oh ! I sltall quarrel with you on that 
subject" 

A little cry from May prevented further 
conversation ; for Standing peeping into the 
window was a face, which, spite of the large 
white comforter in which it was nearly 
buried, she saw was PhiHp, Duke of 
Claverton. 

" What's brought you doWn so early 1 " 
asked the delighted May, when he had 
spoken to everyone. 

" WeU, I thought rd come and spend a 
ong day," he said, laughing. " No ; but, 
really, I had nothing to do, and so I some- 
how fancied I should prefer being here. I 
came up from Ciaverton last night. It s 
looking splendid," he whispered to May. 
" IVe made such a pretty room for * some- 
body.' And how is the wrist, Edith ? " he 
said, sitting down on the arm of her chair. 
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" I See you are not exerting yourself like the 
rest/' 

"No, I'm a very useless party, indeed, 
stilL" 

" Strains are always such tedious things. 
I must go to work in your place. Look 
here, May, you and I will go and dress the 
drawing-room/* 

" K you find it dull, Fll come to you/' 
Said Gertrude, laughing as they passed her. 

The short winter day passed quickly. The 
guests arrived, and the bustle of receiving 
them and showing them to their rooms oc- 
cupied them until time to dress for dinner. 

In the evening the Duke challenged Pres- 
cott to a game of billiards ; but he refused 
on the plea of a headache, so he then said he 
would play four ladies, if they liked. This 
was readily and laughingly complied with ; 
and the Mostyns, Ma'mselle, May, and 
Gertrude all went with him, the four ladies 
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selected to play being May and Gtertrude, 
and Clara and Sophia Mostyn. 

In her own especial comer sat Mistress 
Medlicott, with Mrs. Mostyn and Dr. Stille 
well, chatting. Lilian went to the piano and 
played soft music, as though she were setting 
her tiioughts to music; and Edith sat work- 
ing, with some eamest, dark eyes looking 
at her, until her face grew hot beneath their 
fervent gaze: and she rose, and, throwing 
down her work, went to the piano and asked 
Lilian to sing a duet with her ; but Prescott 
never moved or followed her — sat still 
where she had left him, toying with the 
things in her work-basket— the gold scissors, 
the thimble — ^taking up the lace she was 
making, and examining it as though he 
thoroughly understood it, and was looking 
if it was being properly done. Then he feil 
back in his chair, resting his head on the back 
of it, and remained so tili she came again 
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98 A MIKGLED YABN» 

to her place« whicli slie 6id, hav^ing no cause 
to keep away longer and wanting her work» 

He moyed when she took her seat agam, 
and 8aid« in the low, persuasive tone in 
which he seemed always to apeak to her 
now: 

** Are you looking for this ? do you want 
it?" 

"My thimble? yes, I am. Of course I 
want it" 

" Whatare those lines of Tennyson's ?" he 
Bald, handing her the thimble. "' I would I 
were the necMace/ you know. The 
' Miller's Daughter ' it is called, isn't it ? " 

*^ Tes, I believe so ; but I hate all that 
sentimental stuff. I never read poetiy — at 
least, not that style." 

A pause, and then she worked very fast, 
and broke her cotton, and said, impatienüy ; 

"Why don't you go and play at bil- 
liardfl?'' 
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"I don't caxe about billiards." 

" It must be more entertaming thaa sit- 
läng here watching me work" 

" To me there is nothing so entertaining." 

"On the principle of smaJl mincU being 
entertaiued with small things," she said, with. 
a sort of kugb. 

-''Tes," he said, quietly, and bis dark, 
liquid eyes still kept their watch on the 
white fingers tracing the rieh lace pattern. 

" Then I can only say, Mr. Prescott, that 
you wiU drive me to put my work away, 
for I hate to be watched doing anything." 

« I am very sorry ; I wish you had said 
so before;" and he got up and went into the 
«ther drawing-room, where Lilian stül sat 
playing her dream-like music, and flung 
himself into a chair behind her. 

" Oh ! I am beaten to a mummy, Auntie 

darling," said Gertrude, flying into the room 

in her usual fashion, " and so I won't play 

h2 
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any more ; and PMlip says he'U come and 
teil OUT fortunes — ^some delicious new game 
he's got of Cards. You must have youDS 
told, Doctor." 

^'Oh! my dear Lady, mine is told long 
ago." 

" Ah 1 but you must be tired of that old 
one. Have a nice new one. Yes, do, Here 
they come. Now, Philip, if you do not 
predict the brightest, most glorious future 
for me in this world, TU never forgive you." 

"Very well ; now sit down in a magic 
circle all who would know what Fate has 
in störe for them," and, seizing a paper-knife 
from the table, he waved it majestically, 
and the girls laughingly seated themselves as 
he directed. 

" Where's Prescott, and Edith, and Lilian ? 
Come along* Will you not come and search 
the book of Fate, and hear what doom awaits 
you 



?" 
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'■ "Yes, do, girls. Come along, Mr. Pres^. 
cott. Here, Lily, here is room next to me» 
Now we're ready, Philip, begin. What are 
we to do ? Isn't it fun ? Auntie dear, 
€lon't you hope the fates will be propitious V^ 

" Yes, Birdie ; but those are bold who 
draw aside the veü of futurity : it is said to 
have been wöven by the hands of Mercy/^ 

" Well, perhaps so ; but then Mercy had 
HO pity for the curious. Go on, Philip." 

" Are you anxious to hear your fate, Lady 
Edith ? " asked Prescott, whilst the Duke 
made elaborate preparations for his fortune- 
telling. 

"No; I can guess it." 
. "I wish I could mine," he said. "It 
would save me mueh anxiety." 

" It is scarcely worth while to be anxious 
about that which we can neither avert nor 
controL" 

" But if our fate hangs on the cast of a 
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die, do we not watdi the throw with aa 
agony of expectation ? " 

** I don't know ; I was never in such aot 
unpleaaant predicament, that I am awaie« 
Were otir &tes in oar own hands, we ahould 
make a sad muddle of them. It is better to 
take patientiy the goods the gods provide^ 
and make the best of our share/' 

" Your philosophj is enviable^ Lady EditL " 

"Is it? It is perfectly attainable^ Mr* 
Prescott ; but, see — ^PhiKp is ready. Per- 
haps your f uture may tum out as bright as 
you desire." 

" Now then, ladiea and gentlemen/' said 
the Duke, "in these cards which I hold 
in my band your fates are written. Cahnly, 
gravely, seriously, choose each a number, 
and then you shall hear what bright or 
bitter doom. is yours. Grertanide, you are 
first A number." 
* " Oh dear I I'm £nghtened I seven, then.'' 
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The mystic ntunber seven« Well then, 
seven : ' You will shortly have a great 
surpriseJ " 

" DeBx, how nice ! I like to be surprised.'" 

" Now— come, lilian." 

"Nine/' 

"'-4 long cherished wish you will not 
obtain/ Now, Dr. StillwelL" 

'' Oh, no, no ! it is for the young ones ; do 
not include me/' 

'*Then Edith.'' 

" Fourteen.'' 
. "^A crisis of your fate approaches/ '* 

" Deax me 1 how veiy alanniug 1 " 

'* Prescott, come — a number." 

«Meven.'' 

"Ha ! ha ! you poor marytr I ^Give up your 
present intentions, or you will for ever me it.^*' 

" Foolery ! no more of such bosh for me/' 
he Said, getting up firom his seat and Walking 
away. 
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" I can't compliment 70U on the devemess 
of your Cards, Philip/' said Mistress Medii^ 
cott. who had sat smilingly listening. 

*' No. I am not impressed myself ; hyit I 
Buppose all would like to try." 

" Oh, yes ! " said the Mostyns ; " we must 
bear our fates." 

Two or three equallj vague answera feil 
to their share, and then a new game was 
proposed. 

" You know we must be Mvolous to-night, 
Auntie/' said the Duke. 

** By all means. Have a game at Post ; 
that will suit the young ones, I'm sure." 

And 80 a noisy game of romps ensued, all 
pla3nng with a good will but Prescott, who 
continually sat down and declared he could 

« 

not play. 

*'What an awful muff you are to-night, 
Syd! What on earth aus you?'' said the 
Duke to him, in a low voice. 
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"I, cannot help it, PhiKp. Get me five 
HunuW Speech alone with Edith to-night, or 
I shall go mad ; do manage it, somehow." 

" Halloa ! " said his fnend, " is that it ? 
I say, I'm afraid you'll bum your fingers. I 
voiddn't if I were you." 
,: "I must She thinks Fm fooling and 
trifling with her, I know. Let me teil her 
the truth, and be kicked out — ^it's better 
than this, anyhow." 

, " Well, I don't know how to get you a 
Chance, but ITl try. Auntie, I don't think 
it will be a real Christmas eve without a 
snap-dragon," he said ; " may I order one ? " 

"Yes, if you Hke, my dear boy — cer- 
tainly." 

"Hurrah! jolly!" cried the Moslyn 
bojB ; and in a few moments they were all 
in the dining-room in the dark, with the 
bpwl of buming fluid on a table in the 
centre. Philip had whispered to Prescott: 
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'' Ask her to staj and speak to you ^Ken 
I am marshaUing all the rest out of the^ 
room; but you're a fool, old fellow, I teil 
you." 

When the moment came to throw the salt 
into the bowl, the Duke looked up and' 
wondered if Edith's face, who had just 
entered the room, was really as deathly 
white as it looked, or was the salt only in 
fault 

"Where's Mr. Prescott?'* asked Auntie, 
when they retumed to the drawing-room. 

•' His head was so very bad— he is gone/*^ 
expkined Edith, in a voice meant to be veiy 
calm; but Liliah tumed suddenly and 
looked at her, and taking her hand, which' 
was as cold as death, in hers, she gave it a 
gentle pressure. 

"Now, Dr. StillweU/' said Gertrude, '^for 
your story. Let us all sit comfortably 
round and hear it." 



A MINGLED YAKN. 107 

^* What Story do you mean ? " said Mis- 
tress Medlicott 

'' A litüe village gossip that her Ladjmhip 
deKghts in," said the Doctor, smiling. 

" Auntie, I tpld you, you know, that the 
meadow beauty I used to rave of tums out 
to be a lady. It's a real romance, and the 
Doctor has found out all the truth, and had 
promised to teil me to-night. Now, Doctor^ 
go on," 

Laughing, the Doctor sat down beside 
Gertrude, and told her all he knew of 
Madeleine's history. 

" And now," he said, " I have some more 
news to teil you. Captain Carrington — ^you 
remember him, the Ashleigh's feiend at the 
picnic, you know " 

There was a slight movement among them 
as he uttered this name, and Lilian got up 
and went to shut the piano. 

" Yes ; well> go on," said Grertrude. 
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*' Captain Carrington lias bottght .the 
Priory. The Ashleighs wish to leave, and 
he has bought it." 

"And is he coming here to Hve ?'' 

" Yes ; he has sold out of the annjr, and 
intends living like a country gentleman. 
You will hear a stränge tale of him when he 
comes here, but at present I am not at liberty 
to say more." 

" A Strange tale 1 Oh ! now, Doctor, that 
is cruel. Can't you teil us ? " 

" No, my dear lady ; I am pledged to 
secrecy. I can only assure you that it has 
increa^ Üie good opixuon I at first formed 
of him, and that I think he is a very noble 
young man." 

" Oh dear I I shall really expire with 
curiosity," said Gertanide. "Edith, ain't 
you dying to know what it is ? And those 
two stupid creatures whispering together are 
not in the leaßt interested May, haven't 
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you heard what the Doctor has beea 
telling?" 

•'I heard something about Captain Car«^ 
rington taking the Priory; but I did not 
care much about it.^' 

" Oh ! of course not. It can't signify to 
you ; but think of us poor things, you selfish 
creature. We are still allowed to feel an in- 
terest in handsome young men." 

"I'm afraid if I was to teil you all I 
know, or perhaps I should say, all I guessl^ 
Said the Doctor, "your interest might not 
La so strong." 

" Oh ! pray do not blight Gertnide's 
jiiopes, Doctor," said May. "Ever since Cap- 
tain Carrington wore in his hat some butter* 
eups she threw at him she has been indulging 
in day-dreams about him ! '' 

" May, what a shame ! Please don't believe 
her, Doctor." 

''I will take it as it is meant — ^for an 
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iimocent joke," said the good old Doctor ; 
" but the Captain has paid so many visits to 
Broderip's farm, that when he talked to me 
of the probability of some mistress reigning 
at the Priory — ^which, as he said, would 
make it so bright — ^I, as they say, put 
two and two together, and drew my own 
conclusions." 

" Well, this is a delightful romance ! ITI 
take it for the foundation of a novel," said 
Gertrade. "This is the surprise you pre- 
dicted for me, Philip." 

''I am sorry it is so xmpleasant a one, 
Gertrade." 

"0hl but it is not at all unpleasant, 
because you know, next to his marrying 
me. the most exciting thing is hk marrying 
someone eise ! " 

, " Gertrade, what a wild puss you are I ^ 
said Mistress Medlicott " You will quite 
^ock Mrs. Mostyn," 
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But Mrs. Mostyn smiled^ and said Ladj 
Grertrude was very merry, and it was just 
the age to be so ; and then she thought it 
must be really time to go to bed, whicli 
remark awoke the Doktor to the idea that 
it was time for him to go home; and so^ 
wishing them aJl good-night, and promising 
to let Gertrude know the znoment he had 
ajay certain intelligence, he took his de- 
parture; and the drawing-room was soon 
emptied of its guests, and in an hour's time 
all were sleeping save two, 

Lilian and Edith sat over the fire in their 
room^ talking. 

May and Grertrade had both said they were 
deepy, and went at once to bed ; but Edith 
said, "Do stay a little while, Lilian — I 
want to talk to you." 

"Do you, love? I think I can teil you 
all you want to teil me, You have refussd 
Mr. Prescott and are glad, or you have 
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accepted him and are sony. Which is 
it?" 

" Not exactly either, Lilian. Why could 
we not have gone on as we were ? why did 
iie want to be so silly ? and now he'll never 

. come again — ^and — and *' and to Lilian's 

astonishment, Edith dropped her head on 
her Shoulders, and burst into tears. 

She did not speak to her for a moment or 
two. She knew some strong feeling must 
have moved Edith to tears, and was con- 
vineed it was the old story — ^that she had 
Said "No" when she meant "Yes''; but she 
knew it was no use to force her confidence, 
so she only said, quietly : 

** Darling, one great consolation in all 
worries is that, as dear Auntie says, * all is 
ordered, and all is right, whatever it is/ '' 

Edith looked up suddenly, and said : 

^^ Dear, dear Lilian, I'm a selfish wretch, 
for you have worries, / know, worse than 
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mine. You dear, patient, pretty. brave 
daxling I Kiss me, and let us go to bed and 
try to sleep^ to forget our troubles^ at least 
for to-night." 

Idlian made no answer, bat kissed her 
fondly^ and Edith did not know if they 
were her own tears or Lilian's that wetted 
her dieeks. 



VOL. III. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

Thb Libraxy at the Priory haa assumed a 
veiy different aspect to its customary one of 
comfort and luxuiy. Large chests are Stand- 
ing about lined with paper, ready to receive 
the books ; the busts and statues are draped 
in matting; heaps of tom letters and cir- 
culars fill the waste-paper baskets ; the fire 
is nearly out-no one haa time to put on 
fresh logs ; the dreadful confiision of " pack- 
ing up " is going on throughout the house. 

Perhaps, if any one who had known Mr. 
Ashleigh had gone into Everard's room, they 
would have been startled to see him sitting 
there apparently alive and well ; and Dolly 
herseif gave a HtÜe cry when she entered it. 
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but was re-assured by Everard's genüe, 
^' My Uncle, DoUy." 

He sat a long time in eamest talk 
with Everard ; and, thongh much that he 
•Said was very painful for him to hear, there 
was one comfort mingled with it, the assur- 
ance tliat his innocence of the crime imputed 
to him had been proved, and that no stain 
rested on the name of thi3 only remaining 
relative. 

He Said he could not speak of his lost 

brother in harsh terms to his son, nor would 

he to any one on earth betray what he knew 

against him — ^he would bmy it in his grave ; 

but he seid his unhappy brother had made 

his life for many years a torture to him ; 

that he had defrauded him of large smns of 

money; and the only way he could ever 

get him to repay a farthing, was by 

threatening to expose what he knew of him. 

" I have been a ne'er-do-well myself,** he 

i2 
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Said, " all my life ; but I have only been my 
own enemy. Penniless as I had rendered 
myself, I was compelled, to get bread to eat, 
to give up to your father a packet of letteis 
wbicli would have betrayed the secret it was 
bis life's aim to keep. Poor creature 1 they 
were bis death, it appears, for in buming 
tbem the accident, no doubt, bappened He 
told me be bad an access to tbat wing no one 
knew of, and tbat tbere be kept documents 
wbicb be feared migbt fall into tbe bands of 
bis son. Considering bis life of wrong-doing, 
it was wonderful bow anxious be was to be 
tbougbt all tbat is admirable." 

Tbis was all tbe information Everard 
could obtain from bis uncle ; but before be 
left, Everard bad promised to make bim an 
allowance for bis life, wbicb be gratefully ac- 
cepted, and said be sbould go to Ireland and 
pass tbe remainder of bis days, wbere be bad 
bad tbe only gleam of bappiness in bis life. 
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" Think of me/' he said, " with pity znore 
than contempt. You need no waxning, for 
goodness is written in your face and that of 
your brother, or my wasted life might be 
one to you. Stopping Short of actual crime, 
I have foUowed only the Buggestions of my 
own fancy, without principle or religion ; 
and here I am, a miserable old man, going 
to my grave imloved and uncared for by any 
hnman being. My unfortunate brother was 
less scrupulous and more coiurageous in his 
transactions. He managed to escape detec- 
tion by his astuteness, and that assimiption 
of great respectability and sense of honour, 
which made him regarded as a person of 
nnimpeachable integrity; and his sudden 
and fearful death — destroying all proofs of 
his nefarious proeeedings, as well as his own 
Hfe — will, mercifuUy for you, I trust, prevent 
any inheritance of shame falling on you. I 
Ihink, by what he said, that his love £or 
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bis daughter made him veiy ansiotis that 
nothing to Iiis discredit should ever be dis- 
covered ; and in Austialia he did not go hj 
his own name. Sometimes I fancy that th& 
fixe was no accident, but that, distracted hj 
his fears of exposure, he thus escaped from 
it." 

" I have had some such idea myself ; but 
that we shall never know now/' Eveiaid 
answered. " We fancied our butler was in 
his confidence ; but, if so, at any rate he wiD 
teil nothing." 

And so the interview ended ; and no more , 
on earth did Everard hold intercourse with 
him, whose wasted life and desolate old age 
he woidd often recall and moum over. 

Walter was much better, but his good 
looks were much impaired by the singeing of 
eyebrows and eyelashes. The bum on the 
cheek was veiy slight, and had lefk no scar ; 
but still Everard thought his brother altered 
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^^very genüe, calm, and self-poBseased, aa 
usoal; but the brightness, the quiet faa, 
aeemed gone, and he appeared, indeed, to 
have passed through the fire. Whether he 
woxdd remadn thus altered, Everaid could 
not qtdte believe. He hoped it was only the 
teactioii after the great excitement, and that 
the old manner which somehow characterized 
him the most, and without which he scarcelj 
seemed " Walter," would some day retum. 

" I have sent off the uncle, Walter," said 
Everard, entering his brother^s room; "he 
told me he had wished you good-bye." 

"Yes; he wished me good-bye. Pect 
feUow I " 

DreadfoUy to be pitied, is he not ? " 
Yes ; he was young, and &esh, and fiill 
of heart and hope, Everard, onee." 

"Yes, Walter ; and then he weakly gave 
himsetf up to a love which he should never 
have acknowledged, even to himsel£ Instead 



« 



4t 



120 A mikoi;bd yabn. 

of fightiBg against it^ getidng some engrosoyiig 
emplojrment which would shut it out^ he 
indulged himself in the sweet tortare of daily 
seeing her, and so wiecked his life.'' 

"Yes — ^not wise, was it?" said Walter. 
He was tearing up old letteis, and he con- 
tinued doing so for some time in sUence. 
At length he said: "Look here, Everard, 
in an old blotting-book of our poor father's, 
stuck down in the pocket, I found this. 
I wonder if it throws any light on the 
transactions of which Uncle Eveiard speaks, 
that were of a shady character ? It appears 
to me the rough copy of a letter ; " and he 
handed it to his brother. 

Sentences were erased, and it was hur- 
riedly and badly written ; but these words 
in his father's writing were distinct: 
" Do not worry yourself. I keep the same 
name tiU I am in London. There is no sus- 
picion : eveiyone thinks the bank brpke 
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honesüy. You now are the only person alive 
in the secret. Keep it, as you value your life. 
I am rieh and independent : you shäll 
never want. The cheque I enclose more 
than repays you. I shall have the death of 

Mr. A put in the papers ; so, if by any 

unforeseen chance suspicion is directed to 
him, they will scarcely think it worth while 
to pursue a dead man.'' 

"Why, Walter, of course. Do you 
remember — ^but perhaps you do not; you 
were very young — ^my mother reading in 
the paper an account of the stoppage of a 
bank in Australia, and the inunediate 
departure of the manager, and that there 
was suspicion of foul play on bis part? 
I recollect it weil, for my father grew 
deadly white, snatched the paper from my 
mother's band, and then, with a stränge 
laugh, Said: 'What lies newspapers telll' 
It is impressed on my mind, because, with 
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boyish ideas, what was in print / had 
always thought must be txue/' 

^'I do not lecoUect the circamstance» 
myself," answered Walter; "but it seems. 
that there is certainly connection with tibiese 
two/' he Said, pointing to the letter. 
*'However, he is out of reach of any 
punishment here, and for beyond — '* 

"Of that we dare not think/' said 
Everard ; " only remember, with infinite 
gratitude, how great is Divine mercy." 

" We had better bum this, Everard," said 
Walter, taking np the letter. 

"Decidedly — ^at onee;" and, in a 
moment, the letter which had seemed to 
them so sad a proof of their father's guilt 
was in ashes. 

" Are you expecting Carrington to-night^ 
Walter ? " said Everard, at lengtL 

^'Tes; he said he should probably be 
down* 
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' " That's a stränge stoiy too, old fellow, 

is it not ? " 

, " What, about his fether ? " 

" His -whole stoiy, I mean, Walter : that 
ite should have loved a girl whom he 
Äought was in hmnble life-knowing him- 
seif to have sprung &om so homely a stock 
that the maniage could scarcely be called a 
^w&aZZiance— and then discovering that she 
was a lady of birth and education. His 
Coming here to see us, and finding his 
father, aU is so stränge and n)mantic/' 
Yes." 

He is one of those whom some good 
genius seems to watch over; everything 
tums out well for him." 

" Yes/' again repeated Walter. 

"Why, old fellow, you are very laconic 
tiüsavening. Does not thi ™bjeet u*««t 
you ? " Said Everaxd, smiling slightly. 

" Too mach, perhaps, Everard." 



« 
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"I will not force your confidence/' said 
Everard, gravely, " for I am sure — ^if help in 
any difficulty or trouble were needed — ^you 
vould STirely come to me. It is only because I 
cannot help you in your trouble that you 
do not teil me, is it not ? " he said^ laying 
his band kindly on bis brother's ann ; ^'for 
that you are troubled beyond the soirow 
we mutually ahare I am sure/' 

" You cannot help me, old man ; but I 
shall try to help myself," answered Walter. 
^* I shall/' he continued, with a faint attempt 
at a smile, *'take up some engrossing 
employment which will shut it out, and not 
indulge myself in any sweet torture. Two 
wrecks in one family will not do, will it ? " 

" No, no, Walter ; but it requires courage 
of a high Order to laugh above the ruins of 
hopes such as yours. But when we remem- 
ber, among such ruins the noblest graces 
may be fostered — ^resignation, forbearance, 
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and forgiveneas — ^Walter, we have fiome 
lecompense even here." 

"I have notluDg to forgive, Everard/' 
^d Walter, eagerly; "remember thät 
always-from either of them. At thi» 
moment they know less than you do. Do 
not let this foolish matter vex you, old 
man. It will end ; and when I am a 
grey-headed bachelor, I shall laugh at 
this, with all the rest of my boyish folliea. 
Do not let us talk of it any more." 

And they nevor did. It was all Everard 
ever knew of his brother's sharpest trial ; 
for, though so often made the subjeet of 
a jest perhaps there are few things harder 
JJl L Ufe of ^, soJw, *. 
awakening to the conviction that your idea 
of aU earthly happiness is centred in one 
who in retum has no thought nor care for 
you ; to feel that all that was onee joy and 
gladness is now dreary and uninteresting. 
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because the one you cared to ehaxe it wiüi 
makes gladness for some ol^er heart tfaaa 
yours ; to know that the eyes^ which ate 
like no others to you, will never light mth 
joy at your approach ; the voioe aad step^ 
which had power to make your heart beafe 
at their sound, are making another's vibrate; 
and that you are only one, amongst tl^ 
many, to the being who is the only one in 
the World to you. 

Walter had, sinee he first knew Madeleine, 
been struggling against this feeling, for he 
had, of course, at first thought the idea of 
marrying her preposterous ; and now, when 
he leamt she was his equal in birth and 
Position, and his friend — "his own familiär 
fiiend " — ^had taken her from him, it seemed 
to him at first almost more than he could 
bear. But he did bear it — ^with courage and 
magnanimity. It would have been excusable 
if he had feit some irritation against 
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Hadeleine, unjust though it might have 

lieen— for he had never. whispered one word 

of love to her — ^and if he had lost some 

of his old affectionate feeling for his friend, 

who had thus stepped in between him and 

happiness. But no such feelings mingied 

with his sorrow. He, who was so specially 

particular about women, had seen for the 

first time one who had haunted his dreams; 

whose face was for ever before him; 

whose voice — ^that bright, musical voice — ^for 

ever seemed ringing in his ears. He had 

found himself repeating her simplest words, 

and trying to find— even whilst he dreaded 

to do so — that beneath them lurked some 

tender feeling for himself ; and not because 

all that he deemed most excellent in woman 

was united in her — ^that he had never 

stopped to ask or think ; nor did he know 

himself how the beautiful face with the 

rädiant eyes lived in his heart, tili honour 
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compelled him to banish it He wonld hare 
gone on, content to see her, to pass some mo* 
ments of each week in her sociely, for ever 
secure, as he thought himself, £rom danger, 
by the idea of her inferior rank, and the 
foUy of imagining she could ever be bis 
wife. Lulled in this fancied secorily, bis 
only anziety had been for her — ^lest hia 
Visits might affeet her peace of mind — litüe 
dreaming how he was risking bis own. 
And now it was aU over: from bis dream 
be was rudely awakened. The bappiness 
whieh he had indulged in— without thinking 
it could ever end, without knowing how he- 
should miss it when it did — would never be bis 
again ; but anger against either of those who 
had thus dimmed the brightness of bis life 
be never feit for one moment. Let Eupert 
only make her bappy — only care for her, 
watch over her, give up bis life to her, as 
he would have done — and then be would 
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never regret that he had loved his fiiend 
so long, or his feiendes wife so welL 

When the truths had first dawned on 
him that he loved Madeleine, and that she 
was lost to him — ^that evening that hii 
feiend came to teU him of his new found 
happiness, he had lain awake some hours; 
He had looked at his sorrow from aU points, 
and then said: "There is no way out of 
thi»— it has got to be bome ; I wiU bear it." 
And so he did— with the courage and the 
calmness which were essential marks of his 
character ; losing only, in his struggle, the 
manner due to the light-heartedness which 
had gone, as he feit, for ever, and which 
his graver brother had been the first — as he 
would probably be the only one — to notice. 

The astonishment and excitement of the 
viUage at the news, which, as it were, 
flooded it, is better imagined than described 
At the farrier's forge — ^ui the shop at the 

VOL. III. K 
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comer of the street — at the Chequers Inn 
— at the beerhouse — ^the stories were told 
again and again. "Master Poyntz — rthe 
father of that handsome gentleman, Captam 
Camngton ! Little Kathleen — a lady bom 
and bred, with a sight of money, going to 
maxry him and Hve at tiie Priory,!- 
it was wonderfoll" 

Some there were who said she had 
been conceited enough before ; there would 
be no bearing her now. But Jane Broderip 
did not say so, as Madeleine knelt by 
her arm-chair in the Alms-houses, teil- 
ing her, in her bright voice, with her 
glad eyes looking eagerly into her face, 
how she should be such a welcome guest 
always in the Prioiy ; how she must come 
and sit beneath the trees in the golden 
sununer time, and bring away störe of 
flowers, to omament her little room; and 
how in the winter, by the blazing wood fire,she 
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«hould sit and chat with her of old times, 

and eat ter Cliristmas dinner in the fine 

old kitchen ; so that " Aiint Jane " would, 

after aU, see more of her than before. And 

the old woman, bending down, could only 

press her Hps on the fair forehead and 

murmur a Messing on her who had, for 

more than a twelvemonth, made the world 

seem brighter to her. And many more — 

who leamed now, for the first time, that 

their spoüt fumiture and damaged goods, 

injured in the flood, had been replaced by 

her ; that some money, sent anonymously 

(besides that so nobly contributed by the 

Duke and Mistress Medlicott), was hers — 

blessed her too, so that to her new home 

the young bride came laden with the 

blessings of the poor she had comforted and 

«heered, which, we may believe, purchased 

for her ''that blessing which maketh rieh 

and addeth no sorrow with it." 

k2 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

Christmas had passed away. The cold 
winds, and sleet, and snow had gone, and 
werc replaced by mild rains and gentler 
breezes. The birds had chosen their mates, 
and begun to build their nests in hedges 
and trees. Violets and primroses peeped 
from their leaves, to see if they might 
venture forth ; and all nature was, as it 
were, waking up to fresh new life. All 
were fuU o£ excitement, and busy active 
life, too, in the Manor House. May was to 
be married on the 30th of April. The Duke 
had proposed the month of May, saying it was 
the right one for her to be married in ; but 
»he had quoted the French saying to him — 
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*^ Noce de Mai noce fatale ^' — and said it 
was a superstition of many n^tions : so, 
as usual, he had bent to her will, and the 
day wa^ fixed as she wished. 

May was bright and happy, singing about 
the house in concert with the birds outside ; 
Liüan glad in her happiness ; Edith con- 
tinually saying she wondered how people 
eould be so absurd as to marry, to be the 
slaves of another's will; and tossing her 
regal-looking head, and smiling with amuse- 
ment — as one smiles at a child's glee over 
some toy — as Gertrude surveyed with 
ecstasy eaeh box-fuU of dresses, and laces, 
and bonnets, and gloves, and all the varied 
garments which comprise the "trousseau." 
One large room was set apart to contain the 
things, and the bride's presents ; and 
Oertrude passed much of her time there. 
She superintended the unpacking, and the 
tiying on of everything ; and when the 
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wedding dress itself anived, her excitement 
was unbounded. First she begged May to 
put it all on, veil and all, and come down. 
to Auntie ; then she said that was ill luck^ 
that must not be, but she must have it all 
laid on the bed, just as it was to be wom ; 
and May must promise faithfuUy she would 
be photographed in it some day, on purpose 
for her — ^nothing but this great, eventful 
day could she think of. The moment it 
waö fixed she had never rested tili her own 
dres& and that of her sisters' was decided 
on. May had made her very unhappy 
and half angry by the long time she took 
to setüe this knotty point, but when it 
was onee arranged she was quite satisfied, 
and said she would now abandon herseif 
to the enjoyment of seeing May 's dresses, 
as her own was so satisfactorily off her 
mind. 

May wished the wedding to be quiet. 
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and at Haseley Mere — ^not in London, as was 
first proposed ; so Mistress Medlicott took 
the house from the 2nd of May for the* 
season, and Gertrade, with a sigh of reHef,^ 
Said all joy would not end with the wed- 
ding, then; there would be her own 
"coming-out" immediately afterwards, which 
was a great blessing. 

" It will be a blessing to your friends 
if someone carries you off," said Edith. 

"Do not.be^ so severe on the child,'* said. 
Lüian, putting her arm round Gertrade's 
neck. 

" She is such an inveterate chatterbox," 
said Edith. "She keeps on talk, talk, 
talk, tili she makes one's head in a. 
whirl." 

" We should sadly miss the chatter if it; 
were gone," said Lilian, tenderly.. " I 
remember longing — ^with a very painful 
longing — ^to hear her meny tongue again." 
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" Oh ! when ahe was ill ? Yes, I don't 
want the poor cliick to be ill^" said Edith ; 
** but she is like Tennjrsoii's brook, she 'goes 
on for ever, ever/ " 

"Like the brook — refreahing to those 
who are beside it, eh, Gertrade ? " 

" Thank you, Lüy dear ; you are alwayst 
my Champion," answered Gertrude. 

"Everyones champioii who is wronged 
er oppressed ; everyone's comforter who is 
sorry or sad — the sweetest, wisest, best 
in all the world," said May, actually stop- 
ping in a letter she was writing to Philip 
to nm and kiss her sister. 

" Dear, dear ! the compliments which 
are passing are quite overpowering," said 
Edith ; " no one favours me with a polite 
Speech." 

" You send away those " began Ger- 
trade; but a waming glance from Lilian 
stopped her, and she changed the con- 
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versation quickly to the one prevailing 
topic 

"What shall you do if Lady Evelina 
can't come to be your fourth bridesmaid, 
May?" 

" Ask Alice Momington." 

"Then Helen and Geraldine wül expect 
to be asked ? " 

" Oh, no ! Aüce is my friend, and I shall 
say I am only going to have four/* 

" I think you ought to have ten, May," 
Said Edith. " If one must go through the 
miserable business, I would have either as 
grand a show as I could possibly have. or 
just walk off into church with the unhappy 
being who was going to be my husband, 
with the pew-opener for a witness." 

"But the unhappy being might object 
to that arrangement," said Lüian. laugting. 

■*That would make no differenee tili 
öfter the ceremony: his mkking objeetions 
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to anything I chose to do, would be an 
absurd waste of breath, you may depend 
on it I should say ' I won't ' until I was 
compelled to say ' I will/ " 

" Oh, Edith ! I think it is so nice to 
have someone always to teil us what ' to 
do," Said May ; " someone we love and 
believe in, you know. I hate what peoplö 
call independence : I feel so frightened 
when I do what I like, without asking 
anyone first" 

"I should be a long time before I loved 
and believed in anyone enough to make me 
give up my own ideas of right and wrong 
to them." 

"Edith, you belie yourself," said Lilian. 
" None of us have been more strictly 
obedient to Auntie than you have." 

" Ah ! that's another affair. I was in 
Auntie's care before I had any will of my 
own ; and she Claims my obedience from lovo 
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and gratitude ; but I don't like it — no one 
ever loved their own way so much as I." 

" Or regretted having it more, eh, Edith?" 
whispered Lilian. 

" No ; I'm by no means sure I do. All 
this fuss, which I could never put up with, 
has made me glad now," she answered, in 
the same tone. 

" You will forgive me for doubting it ? " 

*^ Oh ! yes ; and I will own you are rights 
if I ever alter my mind." 

" A little strong pleading would do it," 
said Lilian, smiling. 

" There does not appear the slightest 
inclination to try it," said Edith, tossing her 
head ; " I think the gentleman repents his 
haste, and is glad I did not take advantage 
ofit." 

" Oh ! you must not be hard on him, 
Edith : I think he behaves beautifully. He 
just calls, that Auntie and the rest of us 
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may not think his absence retoarkable, and 
treats you as though you were an empress." 

" Yes ; and with the same distance." 

" There I think he is right ; they are all 
asked to the wedding, you know." 

'*Yes, of course : poor, dear Auntie 
wondered to me the other day why he 
was never now in such good spirits." 

" Did she ? She suspects, I think : and 
if so, she is disappointed, for some time ago 
«he Said how she should like him for a 
hephew." 

" Humph ! Perhaps Gertrude may take 
compassion on him." 

" Did I hear my name ? What are you 
two cogitating over ? " 

" You have been so delightfully quiet for 
so long, Gertrude, that I really feel inclined 
to give you a penny," said Edith. 

" Thank you, ma'am ; Fd rather not, said 
Little Fairy me^' answered Gertrude, parody- 
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ing the song. "I never seil my thoughts 
so cheaply, if that's what you mean ; and 
if it is a reward for my silence, I do not 
consider it half enough for such self-sacrifice 
as keeping my unruly member quiet for ten 
minutes ; but I am now going to relieve you 
of my presence, for Briggs says Auntie 
wants me." 

AU that could possibly be done, or bought 
in the vülage, in connexion with the wed- 
ding, May begged nüght be ; and, in some 
way or other, all who could be employed 
were given something to do. And now, as 
the time approached, a grand deputation 
waited on the Vicar to know what might 
be done in the way of decoration of church 
and village. He at once gave leave for any 
amount, if he might be aUowed to have a 
voice in it ; and accordingly they went dih- 
gently to work, and arches were raised, and 
banners waved, inscribed with blessings on 
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the young pair; and in the chnrcli hot- 
house flowers and fems, begged from every 
conservatory near, were disposed in beautifiil 
devices, and crimson druggett laid along the 
aisles, and down the walk to the Lych gate ; 
and Mistress Medlicott ordered new clothes 
for the infant-school children, and a dinner 
for the three schools, to be held in Farmer 
Scratton's large tithe-bam, which had to be 
dressed up too ; and such a demand for green 
and pink calico and white ribbon had not 
been known in Haseley Mere for years. They 
worked with a good will tili late in the 
evening, and began as soon as it was light 
in the morning, so that by ten o'clock all 
was in readiness. It had been windy for 
some days previously, but the auxionsly- 
watched-for dawn broke soft and misty, 
with a fair promise of a bright day. The sun, 
seemingly unwilling to be outdone by all 
the splendour prepared for the young bride. 
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eHone out gloriously; and the prayers of 
those who had such good cause to pray for 
the welfare of the inhabitants of the Manor 
House, seemed likely to be answered — ^that 
the sun might shine on the young bride, as a 
good omen for her happiness. 

Philip had come down the day before to 
Oatlanda ; . and he and Prescott were to 
come together to Haseley Mere, and break- 
fast with Dr. Stillwell, who had, with great 
humbleness and nervous trepidation, offered 
the use of his cottage ; and the Duke, with 
that charming graciousness, that eamest 
manner of accepting the smallest civility, 
which made it such a pleasure to do the 
sUghtest Service for him, and with all the 
tact of the perfect gentleman he was, eagerly 
eaid that it was the very thing he should 
like. The good old Doctor had an excellent 
breakfast arranged in his pleasant room ; 
pnd from thence, with a somewhat white 
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face, Philip walked with Prescott to the 
church. 

How long she seemed Coming ! Surdy 
there must be some mistake. He went twice 
to the door and looked out, meeting the eager 
gazc of two or three village children looking 
in, to whom, in a reckless and utterly unmean- 
ing manner, he gave some silver. 

At last a sound of wheels — ^the first camage 
— MistressMedlicott, withGertrude andEdith, 
and the Duke 's young brother, Lord Harold 
Murray ; another quickly following, contain* 
ing Ma'mselle, with Lilian and Lady Evelina 
Gordon, and then the four bridesmaids stand 
in the porch waiting for the bride, while the 
rest of the Company go into churcL She 
comes — a sweet tearful smile on her ruddy 
lips, bowing to the acknowledgments of the 
school children, and the murmuBcd blessings 
of the aged poor ; and on Sir John Prescott's 
arm, who is to act Father on the occasion^ 



A MINGLED YARN. 145 

«he enters the church, and walks in a sort of 
dream up the crowded aisle. She scarcely 
aees or knows who is beside her, until, at the 
words, " Wilt thou take this woman to be thy 
wedded wife ? " she feels her small hand held 
in a tender grasp, and then she ventures to 
raise her eyes once to his face — ^his white 
face ; and as the words are said in tum to 
her, she can scarcely believe it is her own 
voice that so clearly rings through the church 
in that simple but solemn "I will," so 
eamest, so clear was its sound, that one old 
man said: 

" Ah ! I wish they all meant it loike that, 
there'd be an end of that ere divorce court" 

And now it is over, the solemn words are 
apoken — they are man and wife tili death 
ßhaU part them ; and the little tempers, and 
the failings and shortcomings, must now 
be bome on either side and mutually for- 
given, untü the end 

VOL. III. Ii 
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Then tliere was the peal of bells, the 
cheering of the village boys, the strewing 
with flowers, the congratulations of the 
fiiends, the breakfast and the toasts^ the 
laying aside the rieh, white satin dress for 
t;he pretty, quiet travelling dress with the 
magnmcent Indian shawl-a wedding pre- 
sent from her brother-in-law, and then the 
partijig, the many repeated kisses and last 
words, the shaking hands with the servants 
ranged in the hall, the old shoe thrown over 
the carriage, the last wave of the little lace 
handkerchief as the carriage tums into the 
road ; and then May only seems to wake out 
of a dream, and to believe she is really the 
Duchess of Ciaverton, and "dear Philip's*' 
wife, by which name he has caUed her ever 
since they leffc the church in every sentence 
he has spoken. 

Mistress Medlicott had arranged that a 
few intimate fnends should remain all day. 
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.and, with those staying in the house, they 

made up a large party. They wandered 

iibout the grounds, and amused themselves 

as they best could in that desultory style 

which is the only way in which people can 

pass their time after the great excitement of 

a wedding ; and after dinner, which it was 

agreed should be earlier than usual, they 

begged to dance. 

Mr. Prescott had, during the whole day, 

devoted himself to Mistress Medlicott ; 

^md now, when the dancing began, he 

bnsied himself to get people partners, 

but would not dance himself. Once 

Lilian, with a kindly smile, asked him to 

dance with her, but he said, " No " — he had 

grown old and serious, and had given np 

such frivolities; so that, unless he could 

get anything for any one, or make himself 

useful in any way, he never moved from the 

side of Mistress Medlicott's arm-chair. To 

l2 
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Edith he nevcr spoke ; only at times hi» 
diU'k eyes were fixed on her with a sad, 
wdötful look, which might have touched the 
proud spirit of the girl if she had seen it. 

" Mr. Prescott," said Gertrude once in 
the evening, " I want a partner for such a 
iiice, pretty girl — do come and dance. Why 
ure yoii so lazy ? " 

" I have bcen explaining to Lady Lilian," 
he said, looking up with his old pleasant 
smile at the bright face, which always 
courted smiles, "that I have grown old 
and serious, and have abandoned the frivoli- 
ties unbecoming my years." 

"How very slow of you. Everyone iß 
asking if you are ilL" 

"Yes; teil them very ill — dying, I 
believe." 

"Now, thats naughty; I shall say 
nothing of the kind. I shall say you are 
idle ; and, as idleness is the root of all evil, 
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I shall bid everyone avoid you as a dan- 
gerous character." 

" Exactly; evil Communications are worth 
two in the bush, and all that kind of 
thing." 

" SiUy person ! I shall leave you." 

" To me," Said Mistress Medlicott. " He is 
very kind to me, and keeps me amused, so 
that I shall not grow cross and break up 
your evening too soon." 

"Darling, you don't know how to be 
cross ! " Said Gertrud e, stooping to kiss her 
Aunt ; and away she flew like a bird, and 
was soon spinning round the room to the 
last new waltz with Lord Harold Murray, 
who had been making many ineffectual 
attempts to dance with her, and had told his 
brother twenty times in the moming that 
ahe was "the joUiest girl he'd ever seen," 
and had imparted the information to several 
more friends in the evening, and had hovered 
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about after her so incessantly, with a 
request that she would dance with him, that 
she at length begged young Mostyn, tä 
whom she was engaged for this waltz, to let 
her exchange it for a quadrille, and quiet 
this persevering suppliant with his dance. 
Young Mostyn consented with a rather ül 
grace, and assured her he was " an awful 
duflfer — couldn't dance an ounce "" ; he knew 
him well — ^he'd been in the same house with 
him at Eton. 

" Eton does spoil fellows sometimes," said 
Gertrude, mischievously. "I remember you 
such a nice little boy, and Tm sure Lord 
Harold was chaftning when I saw him 
three or four years ago;" and away she 
ran, laughing at her somewhat discomfited 
friend. 

When the Company at length began to; 
break up, Prescott said to Mistress Medlicott^. 
as he rose also to take his leave : 



A MINGLED YARN. 151 

" I must bid you a long farewell. You are 
going to town until August, Lady Lilian 
teils me." 

"We are; but are you not going to 
town ? I understood your mother you 
were." 

" They are, I believe ; but I don't afFect 
London. I shall probably go over the water 
a little wlule — I don't mean at the Queen's 
expense." 

" Nö, I höpe not ; but I trust a guilty 
conscience is not the cause of the loss of some 
of that brightness which used to be so in- 
spiriting." 

"Yes— you are righfr: it is," he said, 
"guilty of a great perversity. I had been 
wamed against a folly, and yet I obsti- 
nately persisted in committing it, and so I 
wiU go away and tiy to forget it" 

*'K the folly was eommitted here," said 
Mistress Medlicott, taking his band in both 
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of hers, " I am very sorry, because I should 
not wish you to forget the Manor House, or 
have anything but pleasant associations 

with it." 

"I have heard of a pleasant painj' 
he Said. " At any rate, I shaU never 
forget the Manor House or its inhabitants, 
though I may strive to forget the folly 
connected with it. After that touching 
Speech," he said, trying to resume his 
old light manner, " I will say good- 
night. I hope you will get good news 
of the tra\ellers — I dare say Philip will 
write to me. Good-night." As he passed 
Edith, who was seated near the door with 
Lord Harold, Gertrude, young Mostyn, and 
one of his sisters, he stopped for a moment, 
and then, holding out his hand to Gertrade, 
he said : 

" Good-night. Good-bye — ^that is " 

** Oh ! good-bye for the present, Mr. 
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Prescott ; we sliall see you in town, of 
eoiirse ? " 

" I tliink not ; I am going abroad this 
season — I have been asked to join a large 
party/' 

Edith tumed to Charles Mostyn, and 
made some remark to him in a quick excited 
manner, and continued talking to him 
tmtil Prescott had twice repeated, in a 
voice which, in spite of his greatest efforts, 
had a sad ring in it : 

" Good-bye, Lady Edith." 

" Oh ! I heg your pardon — good-night. 
Are you all going ? What a pity we have 
not had Sir Roger de Coverley. Won't you 
stay if I get it üp ? " 

He did not answer; and she looked up 
at him — at his white, grave, almost stern 
face ; and as her own grew crimson beneath 
his glance, she dropped her head, that 
haughty head which had never been so 
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meeklj bowed before ; and thongh he aaw 
her lip0 move, he did not hear tbe ansvrer 
to his oncc more repeated : 
'' Good-bye, Lady Edith." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

In a small but elegant house, in the West 
End of London, — ^in the pretty drawing- 
room, with its Windows opening into a 
balcony, gay and fragrant with mignonette 
and scarlet geraniums, looking out into 
the Park, jBlled with carriages, equestrians, 
and pedestrians, sit two ladies, one work- 
ing, or meaning to work ; the other read- 
ing, or meaning to read ; but the scene is 
so attractive and gay, that continuaUy the 
two things they had intended to oecupy 
themselves with are lying idly in their laps. 
They are both in deep mouming, but no 
sadness is in either face. They have been 
laughing gaüy, like two merry girk. 
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tliough one is a widow in the meridian of 
life, the other a young girl of eighfx3eu, and 
her daughter. 

" Oh ! mother darling, do not imitate 
him any more. My sides really ache with 
laughing." 

" It is very wrong of you to laugh, Gracie, 
when the man is so devoted to you." 

" Please don't say so ; at any rate, he 
is doomed to a tremendous disappointment, 
for I could not marry a being whose r's are 
all w's." 

" But, my dear Grace, think of the three 
letters he has to make up for this deficiency 
' — £ s. d. in abundance." 

" No, mother, I could not do it ; besides, 
I teil you that I never have yet seen any- 
one whom I could think for a moment 
worth comparing with you, or whom I 
-could love well enough to leave you for." 

" Silly little woman 1 " said her mother. 
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smiling; "but I have no doubt the Fairy 
Prince will come some daj. But I am well 
contented bis advent sbould be a long way 
off: we are very bappy now, darling, are 
we not ? " 

"Indeed we are/' answered Grace, earn- 
estly. "Tbe boys dine at hörne to-night, 
do they not ? " 

" Oh, I hope so. I asked Everard not 
t» engage himself, and to teil Walter not; 
but when I said I had asked the Carring- 
tons he suddenly seemed to remember some 
engagement." 

" Oh dear 1 how tiresome of them 1 I 
hope one of them at least will be at home : 
it is so awkward without a gentleman." 

" We will ask Mr. Chesney, Grace.'* 

" Mamma, be quiet ! " 

" I am sure he would be ^ so vewy happy,' 
and delight in meeting that most beautiful 
'Mrs. Cawwington.' He would teil me he 
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* had only once seen anyone to compare 
with her, and that was a Mrs. TFadnor, 
who was so beautiful she could not walk, 
I assure you, without a perfect cwowd of 
people following her/ " 

Whilst Grace had gone off into another 
fit of langhter at her mother's reaUy 
admirable Imitation, the door opened, and 
Everard Ashleigh came in. 

" Why, Gracie, what a treat it is to see you 
laughing. Happiness is a wonderfiil beau- 
tifier, better than aU the Rowlands' Kalydor. 
How well you look!" he said, putting his 
hands on her shoidders, and looking in 
her face, from which all that unnatural 
sadness had departed, and on which the 
hue of health had taken the place of the old 
sickly pallor. 

" I am quite well, too," she answered ; 
■"' and now, please teil me if you two bad 
boys mean to dine at home to-night, for 
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Mamma threatens me with Mr. Chesney if 
you do not ? " 

" / shall dine at home : Walter says thfe 
mother gave him such short notice, that he 
•camiot" 

" I could not give him longer notice, my 
dear boy. I only saw the Carringtons 
yesterday, and asked them to come to-day. 
They go home to-morrow." 

"Do they? Is not the fair bride going 
to pass the season in town ? " 

" Oh dear, no ! they are quite turüe- 
doves, and wish to go and *coo' among 
the woods, far removed from human ken," 
«aid Mrs. Ashleigh, smiHng. " I had much 
ado to persuade them to come to-night" 

" Happy people 1 " said Everard, with 
a slight sigh, Walking to the window. 

" They are happy people, really, and the 
handsomest couple I ever saw," said Grace : 
" she is exquisite, I think." 
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" Yes, she would have made a Sensation 
had she stayed in London. I think Bupert 
Carrington has behaved so sensibly about 
bis father. I teil Walter I tbink be sbowed 
great judgment in selecting bim for bis 
intimate friend : be's a fine fello w. " 

" Yes ; be bas bebaved most sensibly. 
Tbe trutb is always best to be spoken, 
for it will come out sooner or later, 
try bow we wiU to conceal it," answered 
Everard. " Tbere tbey go again I Havc 
you Seen tbem before ? " be said, suddenly. 

" Wbo ? " asked Grace, Coming to bim. 

"Tbe Ladies Mnrray in tbe Medlicott 
earriage. I met tbem just before I came 
in. Tbey're in tbe drive. Lady Lilian 
and — and tbe youngest. Tbey did not 
See me. Some young feUow was riding by 
tbe earriage, talking and laugbing with 
tbem. 

" Ob ! bow I sbould like to see tbem 
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again ; they were so nice. liKan was an 
angel, I think. I have called the doves 
she gave me Lilian and Eupert. I always 
thought they wotdd make such a nice couple." 

" Yes, perhaps they wotdd," answered 
Everard absently. " There they go ; theyVe 
just tumed again. That feUow is stiU riding 
beside them," 

** Some admirer, perhaps. I wonder she 
is not mamed ; this is her fourth season." 

"Nonsense, Gracie, it's her first; she's 
only sixteen." 

" Lady Lihan, Everard ? " 

" No, no ; Lady Gertrude." 

"Oh, yes! that merry little thing. I 
remember, she's quite a child: I should 
• think she can't be out yet." 

" A child 1 how absurd you are, dear 
Grace. I teil you she was sixteen on the 
lOth of October/' 

" How do you know, Everard ? " 

VOL. ni. M 
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" Well, she told me so." 

" She told you so 1 When ? why ? " 

"When and why, my dear girl? you 
are as bad as the Inquisition. When — at 
a picnic I went to with them ; why — 
because she wished me to guess her age, 
and the month she was bom in." 

"Anddidyou?" 

" Not exactly. I was nearly right as to 
the age ; but I guessed the month was June, 
she is so bright— so sunny— so like the 
sweet June roses that make one glad to 
look at them," 

"Everard! well, Tm sure I I never 
heard you speak Uke that of anyone before." 

'*Perhap3 because I never saw anyone 
like her before, little sister," he said, in a 
lower voice. 

Grace did not answer. With her grave 
brother she seldom jested ; and there waß 
that in his manner now, which made her 
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tbtok aat on thiB .ubject he would eert^y 
not bear it. 

Her mother called her at the moment, 
and the conversation was dropped ; biit 
that night, when Dolly was chatting to her 
in her own room, before she left her for 
the night, as she always did, Dolly herseif 
began a conversation about the Ladies 
Mnrray. She was a privileged person, and 
Said what she liked — especially to Grace — * 
and she gave it as her opinion that they 
were the nicest young ladies she had ever 
Seen, and, in her opinion, her two young 
gentlemen had both lost their hearts there* 
But Grace laughed and said Everard had^ 
she believed, really ; but Walter, she said, 
laughing, had no heart to lose. . How little 
even our nearest and dearest know us 1 

'*Don't teil me," answered Dolly, firing 

up for her favourite. " He's got a heart of 

gold, and the difficulty is to find oiicf 

M 2 
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worth exchanging for it. But I'd tifist 
him with those ladies, and hope to see it 
yet." 

Poor faitMul Dolly was quite liappy now 
that ßhe had all whom she loved under one 
dwelling, and liiglily approved of £ke 
change from that old dreary Priory ta 
London. 

Eupert and Madeleine had had the 
quietest, plainest wedding, from a house 
in town, which Madeleine took for the 
occasion, getting Mr. and Mrs. Donaldson 
and their daughter to come over from 
Ireland to act as father and bridesmaid, 
and that he might draw np the settlement 
pud arrange aU the affairs. They had 
Started iromediately for a trip to the lakes, 
by Madeleine's choiee ; and passing through 
London to go home, Eupert said he 
should so like to present his wife to the 
mother and sister of his greatest friend» 
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and tliey were mutually charmed with each 
other ; so that the invitation to dinner 
was given and accepted. Madeleine thought 
ßhe had seldom seen a grander, handsomer 
woman than Mrs. Ashleigh, and could 
scarcely tliink it possible she was the mother 
of those two grown-up sons. Graee, too, 
ßhe thought so gentle and ladylike, and of 
Walter she said she had such a pleasant 
recoUection, that she could not resist — 
though against her first determination — 
dining with them. Great was her dis- 
appointnisent, and still more Rupert's, when 
they found Walter was not at home ; and 
Eupert laughingly left a threatening message 
for him. The evening passed most agree- 
ably. Mrs. Ashleigh had a fine contralto 
voice, and sang several songs in an artistic 
style, well worth listening to ; Grace played ; 
and then Eupert insisted on Madeleirie 
Einging, which, without any affectation, 
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she consented to do ; but simply assured 
them that her singiiig was quite imtrained^ 
and that slie knew little save the ballads 
of her native land. But, when. once she 
began, they would not let her cease until 
she had sung as many as she could remem- 
ber ; and Kupert's face was radiant as he 
listened to her, and heard the excited 
applanse of her auditors. Then she insisted 
on Eupert's singing, and he declared he 
could not without music ; but Everard at 
once süenced this objection by producing 
several books of music, amongst which 
were many he knew — ^until the evening 
wore on so fast that Everard, glancing 
up to the clock on the mantel-piece, sud- 
denly rose and left the room. He was 
just in time: the hall door opened, and 
Walter entered. 

" Our guests are not gone," he said. 

"Indeed; then I am in time, after all,'' 
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"Walter answered quietly ; and he walked up 
before Ms brother into the drawing-room. 

"So here you are, you utterly bad lot," 
Said Eupert. "Allow me to present you 
to my wife/' he said, laughing. 

It was a great effort to Walter to over- 
come his emotion and astonishment as the 
elegantly-attired beautiful woman rose, 
and held out her hand to him. Could that 
be little Kathleen ? his bright peasant 
beauty, against whose faseinations he had 
striven so hard to fight? He could not 
speak for a moment : the words of con- 
gratulation died on his Ups ; and, whether 
Rupert saw something was amiss or he 
was suddenly Struck by the lateness of the 
höur, any way, he bid Madeleine get her 
cloak; and, wishing them all good night, 
and expressing a hope that they would 
soon all come and visit them at the Priory, 
they took their leave. 



168 A MINGLED YARN. 

A joyous welcome home Madeline and 
Kupert received ; and by no one were they 
more heartily welcomed than the good old 
Doctor. He so missed his friends at the 
Manor House, that he had the more looked 
forward to the amval of the bride and 
bridegroom; and Eupert had pnrchased 
his love by his conduet under the trying 
circumstances in which he had been placed, 
and the candid, pleasant, gracious manner 
to himself and others, which made him 
always so great a favourite. 

'' Now, doctor," he said, os he went to 
see him off, Walking down to the gate with 
him on the night of their arrival, " remember, 
the Priory is yonr home — ^altogether, if you 
will; your second home, if you prefer to 
keep your present snug quarters." 

"My dear Mr. Carrington, you are too 
good ; but " began the Doctor. 

"Not a Word of dissent," said Eupert, 



I 
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smiling, and placing his hand on tlie Doctor's 
Shoulder. "You were my poor old father's 
best and kindest firiend. Who shoidd be so 
welcome beneatb my roof, or find a home 
there, if be "wiU? I know a little hut of 
one's very own is often preferable to sbaring 
the grandest abode of another ; therefore> 
if you prefer your pretty cottage to live in, 
ßo be it ; but your knife and fork and 
your arm-chair are always at my table, 
understand tbat." 

" You are very, very good, my dear young 
fnend," said the Doctor, grasping Eupert's 
hand. " I have learnt to love my little 
cottage, and shoidd grieve to leave it, I 
own ; but I shall be often, often with you. 
Lately I have feit somewhat low-spirited 
at the thought that I must give the little 
place up, where I have been so peacefully 
happy; but dear, good Mistress Medhcott 
keeps saying she cannot spare me. Yet 
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why should I stay? what can I do for 
tliem now ? The last young bird has taken 
her flight from the nest ; the old bird is 
no longer wanted.** 

" Xot to teaeh them to take wing, per- 
hajTS ; but by his example to show them 
which way to fly. We all want you, and 
do not intend to let you go, I assure yoiu 
I mean having the finest library in the 
county, and I shall need a librarian. I 
want to leam Hebrew: you shall teach 
me ; and, in short, you will be busier than 
ever. And now, good night. Let us see 
you early in the moming. By-the-bye, I 
forgot to say I bought those two cottages — • 
yours and the next ; so, if you really prefer 
living in yours, I shall be delighted to have 
such a careful and respectable tenant. Grood 
night, Doctor." 

He waited for no answer, but quarter^ 
day from that time forth lost its terrom 
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for the Doctor. The cottage was his own — • 
a present from Eupert Carrington. 

"What a happy, peaceful life we pass, 
Eupert darling," said Madeleine, as they 
stood together soon affcer tlieir retum home, 
watcliing the gardener execute some altera- 
tions in the garden Eupert had suggested* 
" Is it too peaceful, too monotonous ? Does 
it weary you ? " 

"Weary me! Could I ever be weary 
near you ? '* he said, looking down into 
the large, loving eyes raised to his. 

" Ah 1 that's very pretty, and very sweet 
to hear ; but can it ever be reaUy so ? 
Does a woman's love ever make a man's 
World? To me this existenee is perfect. 
I have books, flowers, loving smües of 
welcome — go where I will in the village — 
and you to come home to. What more 
on earth could I desire ? But a man — ^it 
is different ; a«d you roust .ot, de. „ne. 
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think me so foolish as to expect you alwa3rs 
to think this paradise. You will want to 
see again the old life you have left for me. 
Now, never wish and long for it in vain, 
Kupert love : men are naturaUy active, and 
like change and society. Believe me, I 
ßliall not grieve, or think you love me less, 
because you feel the necessity for the bustle 
and the excitement you were used to ; but 
go freely where you will, knowing only that 
your home is here, with one counting the 
moments, it may be, tili you retum, but 
believing, with a faith she would rather 
lose her life than abandon, that wherever 
you are your heart is with her." 

"My own dear Madeleine, I am sure 
of this; but, even before I was sure that 
you had run away with my heart, I thoughfc 
I ßhould like this sort of life. I love all 
rural oceupations and sports ; and if, with 
Fair Star to go across country, my dog and 
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my gun, my books, and, above all, my 
darling, I should be the most ungrateful 
bound in the world if I were not as happy 
as the day is long." 

" Then all is well ; and we wiU bave 
friends to stay with us from town, to set 
them a good example of connubial felicity," 
Said Madeleine. " Ah ! another ring at 
the gate bell — ^the third this aftemoon. 
We shaU not weary of each other's society 
because we see no other." 

"Mr. Prescott is in the drawing-room, 
sir," announced the servant. 

" Mr. Prescott ! He is come to say good- 
bye, I suppose. I hear he is going to 
Egypt." 

"What a shame to bring you in, Mrs. 
Carrington, this lovely day ! " said Prescott. 
"I am a messenger from my mother. 
I heard that this note was to be sent 
to the post, and so I volunteered to ride 
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over with it. I had no idea how to 
cmploy myself" 

**You are going abroad, are you not?" 
asked Madelcine. 

"Yes, going to try crocodiles for a 
cliange." 

**I hope they won't retum the compC* 
ment, and try you/' said Eupert, laughing. 

" I don't know that it would much 
signify/' he said. 

" Your mother might not agree with you/' 
said Madeleine. *^ How does she like your 
taking such a joumey ? " 

"I really have not inquired. She will 
searcely have time to miss me — she goes to 
to\vn next week for the rest of the season ; 
and, in the whirl and bülstle, she will not 
know I am gone until I am back again. 
She has an exceedingly slow dinner-party 
on Wednesday, as a farewell to me and to 
her couniy fiiends tili our retum ; and 
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that note is, I believe, a request that you 
two will immolate yourselves on the altor 
of Mendahip." 

■ 

" We shall be very happy, I am sure." 

"No, you won't. Keally, it wiU be the 
slowest tbing out ; but it will be very kind 
of you to come — ^it will be a mercy to all 
the others. I would go a pilgrimage to 
hear those Irish ballads. Come and sing 
them over again, that I may bear in my 
memory the echoes of them on the Nile/' 

" I will sing them to you with pleasure." 

'* Stay and dine," said Eupert, ** and 
Madeleine will sing to you all the evening." 

"I cannot, thank you — ^they expect me 
home. But I shall look forward to Wed- 
nesday." 

" We will come. It is Thursday we dine 
at'the Vicarage, Madeleine, is it not V 

*' Yes ; we are very dissipated : we shall 
fancy we are in London. I shall be so 
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glad when the people at the Manor House 
retum, they are all so charmiiig/' 

" Yes/' he said, shorüy. 

" Have you heard from the Duke lately ? '' 

" Yes ; they come to town next week. 
The Duchess is to be presented on her 
marriage, and theie is to be a large ball 
giyen by Mistress Medlicott for the bilde 
and bridegroom." 

"And shall you not stay for that?" 
asked Madeleine. 

" No ; I prefer crocodües." 

"A Strange preference," said Madeleine, 
laughing; "not shared by many, I should 
imagine." 

" Probably not ; but my tastes have been 
always singular. And now I must, really, 
wish you good-bye, until Wednesday/* 

" What a nice nag you have there," said 
Rupert, pattiug the animal's neck as Frescott 
mounted. 
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" Yes ; he's not half bad, is he ? " 

" Do you hunt ? " 

" Yes— rather/' 

"We shall meet in the field, then, 
offcen?'' 

" Yes, if I eV'er come back." 

" Have you thought of marrying a 
Nubian, then, and establishing yourself out 
there?" 

" I have no definite thoughts at all," he 
answered ; " but it is a long way to go, 
and one hardly likes to talk about Coming 
back. Au revoir;" and, giving the reins 
to his horse, lifting his hat to Madeleine 
at the window, he galloped off. 
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CHAPTER i 

The gay season was over, and the Manor 
House was again tenanted bj its old in- 
habitants, save one — ^Lilian Lad gone with 
the young Duchess to her new home. She 
was to stay with her a month^ then Edith, 
was to go, and the Duke and Duchess were 
to spend Chistmas with them at Haseley 
Mere, taking Edith and Gertrude with 
them for the next London season, to the 
town house Philip was in treaty for; for 
dear Auntie said this must be her last at- 
tempt at London gaieties — ^it had wearied her 
too much. Lilian, who had never cared for 
it, greaüy preferred remaining with Auntie in 
the country. So, as f ar as anything in this 
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World can be settled by ourselves, this 
arrangement vas decided on, to everyone's 
^atisfaction. 

Nothing that wealtb and good taste, dic- 
tated by love, could imagine for May's com- 
fort bad been neglected in her new home; 
and the young couple were as happy as they 
<30uld be. May delighted in LiKan's gentle 
companionsbip. " She was always in the 
way, and never in tbe way/' as her aunt 
Said of her. She sympathized in the joys 
and sorrows of others ; though, seemingly liv- 
ing in a world of her own, she did not shaxe 
them. In her cabn, sweet face there was 
a look which, but for its healthy hue, would 
have made those who loved her anxions 
about her — it seemed tinged with the light 
of another and a better world. But she was 
never sad or gloomy: entered readily, and 
with her sweet gracious manner, into every 

proposed amusement, and seemed never more 

N 2 
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happy than when she was making others so. 
Slio was greatly admired in the neighbour- 
hood, especially by the young Squire — a 
large, heavy, but thoroughly good-natured 
feUow, with a heart as large as bis person, 
and a purse to mateb. Tbe fair, gentle, 
otbereal-looking girl seemed to bim like 
Home denizen of anotber world; sometbing 
to worsbip, to give bis bfe to ; and one day 
he ventured tremblingly to teil her tbis, and 
asked her to Ict bim devote bis to her. 
Kindly, even tenderly, she thanked bim 
for tbe bonour he did her, but said it could 
not be. He tumed sadly away, bid her for- 
give bim for disturbing tbe gentle current of 
her tranquil life, and only thought her 
more an angel, too pure for eartbly love. 

He told, in bis honest simplicity, bis tale 
to the Duke, who in bis tum told bis wife, 
and togetber they wondered why Lilian 
lefused all offers. Was there some lover they 
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did not know of ? May said for some long 
time they had fancied Lilian had a secret 
affection for someone, but they could never 
guess who. 

'* Who can he be, my darhng ? " said the 
Duke, greatly excited by this infonnation ; 
''do find out, if possible. What idiot can 
there be in the world who could be found not 
to appreciate that sweet Lilian ? He must be 
married or dead ; no living, free man could 
be insensible to her love." 

" But, my dear Philip, don't walk the 
carpet in a hole," said May, laughing, " and 
get in such an alarming State of excitement. 
The poor individual, whoever he may be, is 
doubtless not aware that Lilian cares about 
him." 

" No ; but you mean that she loves some- 
one who does not love her, and I can't 
beUeve that possible/' 

" Why, Philip, did you love her, then ; 
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and, finding she would not have you, tumed 
to me for consolation ? " said May, laughing. 

" No, you ridiculous litüe girl ; you know 
quite well I loved you from the minute I 
saw you, and you soon let me see it was not 
tlirown away (don't thump me) ; and I think 
Lilian must have fancied that the mysteriouä 
individual cared for her, or she never woulcj 
have cared for him, and then she woidd 
have, of course, let him see it was mutual t 
and what could be the difficulty ? I should 
feel inclined to do something desperate to 
any man who had behaved badly to her : 
but you know, May, I cannot imagine what 
feUow it is. Seymour Burlington was very 
attentive one season, I remember ; and that 
young attdcJie — I forget his name/' 

" Oh ! Philip, you might have a list a 
yard long of men who have paid her at* 
tentions ; we shall never find out that way* 
I will ask her why she refiised poor Dudley 
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Graham, and I may get at the truth. Is he 
very much cut up ? " 

" Oh I awfully, poor old fellow ! How 
joUy it would have been if she could have 
fancied him, wouldn't it?" 

" Yes ; but he isn't fit for her, Phüip. I 
don't know who is. See — ^here she comes. 
Doesnt she look lovely? I like her so in 
that white mulled muslin dress — ^it is so 
becoming." 

" That wHat, Puss l do you serve muslin 
like claret ? " 

** Goose! No ; it's the name of the material 
— a thick kind of muslin. It's such a pure, 
beautiful white, and Lilian looks like Una in 
it, or that beautiful statue of Purity. I 
should like a picture of her just so, Philip — '■ 
lookl" 

She was Coming up the long walk they 
called the rose walk — Standard trees, laden 
now with their rieh autumn blossoms, grew 
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on eitlier side, and she had stopped to gather 
a crimson one, which she was holding in her 
hand^ looking admiringly at it when May 
spoke. Her glossy hair in its rieh plaits 
looked like burnished gold, with the light of 
the setting sun resting on it ; and the piain, 
white, long dress, with no omament er 
colour about her, but a large massive locket 
on a small chain round her throat, and the 
crimson blossom in her hand, made her, as 
May Said, look like a.picture. She needed 
but the kingly beast tamed at her side, 
** with eyes half shut for pleasure, courting 
the pressure of her gentle hand," to represent 
well the beautiful Una. 

"Yes, she looks charming," said Philip. 
" I will try and make a sketch of her like 
that." 

" Do, Philip. Get your paper now, and I 
wiU bring her in, shaU I ? " 

" No ; go to her and ask her to stand 
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tliere. I won't be long. You can talk to 
her about Dudley." 

" Philip is going to make a sketch of you, 
Lilian ; you are to please remain where you 



axe." 



** Is he ? how very nice I I can take it 
home to dear Auntie/' 

'* Is there no one eise you would like to 
take your picture to, Lil ? " 

"No, dear," said Lilian, in a voice of 
afitonishment ; " what do you mean ? '' 

" Why did you refuse poor Dudley Gra- 
ham, eh ? " 

" Oh, May ! who told you ? " 

" Phihp, of course. The poor feUow came 
to him in despair ; but stiU I do not think 
you were wrong ; only, Lily darling, for 
whom is it, that everyone is sent away ? " 

" For myself, May. I will teil you, and 
you may teil Philip and the rest at home, if 
you will then let this matter rest for ever. 
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that I once saw someone whom I would 
have married — only that one in my life^ 
May. He is married now, and I stall re- 
main as I am — ^true to the only feeling of 
love for any man I ever had, quite happy 
and content to know no other." 

"And did he not love you, Lily ? " said 
May, looking into her sister's clear, sweet 
face with wondering eyes. 

" No, May, that he did not, or he never 
would have been false. Thinking of him a» 
1 did, I used to dream that some day he 
would love me ; but you see he did not," she 
said, smihng gently ; " and, as I feel sure 
there can never be another such as he, or 
as I dreamt he was, I would not put aside 
the memory of that dream or paint i% 
out, as it were, with any other thought" 

"And you will live a lonely, imloved 
life for this shadow, Lilian ? " 

"Not lonely or imloved, May.: a cahn^ 
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happy, contented life, with wider opportuni- 
ties for usefulness than you married folks, 
who are wrapt up in one another. Never 
think of being sony for me. I used to feel 
silly and romantic once, but I do not now. 
I am quite — quite happy, believe me." 

" One more question, Lilian, and I will 
worry you no more," said May, who could 
not overcome her astonishment, as these to 
her were perfectly new feelings. '^ Did he 
do nothing to make you like him first ? " 

" Very littlc, dear. I slipped down two 
Steps going into a garden: he sprang forward 
and asked if I were hurt I cannot teil you 
why, May, but from that moment his face, 
his voice haunted me. I did not know his 
name, nor heard it tili long afterwards." 

"And you know him still, now he is 
married, Lilian ? And do I know him .? " 

"You Said only one more question, May." 

" Ah I but do teil me this*" 
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" Well, yes ; I do know him, and so do 
you." 

** It's Eupert Carrington ! " said May, 
triumphantly. 

" It was Eupert Carrington, May : he is 
married now, recoUeet," said Lilian, 
gravely ; " and a memory all apart, as it 
seems, from him, is all that remains of 
my girlish foUy," 

" How Strange it seems. Shall I teil 
them who it was when I teil the girls ? " 

** It is better not, perhaps ; but as you 
will." 

" Stand still ! that's beautiful ! " halloaed 
Philip ; and, with the sweet, tranquil look 
upon the face her confession had called forth, 
Philip made his sketch of her, and called it 
" Eesignation." 

This revelation of Ldlian's caused a long 
conversation between the young couple, 
Neither of them could understand Lilian's 
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feelings. They were both so constituted 
that they had a necessity, as it were, for 
love, and could not have existed without it. 
They would have instinctively turned for 
sjmapathy and consolation to some other 
loving heart, and wondered how Lilian 
could thus cahnly look forward to a life 
without the love which made their happi- 
ness, and was so dear to them ; but they 
agreed that there was something in her 
higher and purer than in themselves, and 
that earthly loVe, perhaps, was not needed 
by her — ^that, with her thoughts occupied 
by nobler and diviner subjects than those of 
ordinary beings, she did not miss the love 
that to them was so precious. With this 
thought, they consoled themselves about 
her, and May flung her arms about her 
husband's neck, and, looking up into his face 
with that worshipping look in her eyes which 
he prized so, said : 
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" My Philip, wliat would become of May 
mthout your love ? '* 

" My • sweet wee wife, you will never 
know," he answered. 

They were wonderfoUy populär in their 
neighbourhood — the young Duke and 
Duchess. Her beauty and brightness, and 
his joyous, eamest manner — ^his interest in 
all matters either of business or pleäsure — 
his ready wülingness to serve anyone, high 
or low, rieh or poor — ^and their mutual 
condescension and graciousness endeared 
them to all, and there were universal lamen- 
tations that they were going away for 
Christmas; but May explained that her 
aunt was getting too old to care for travel- 
ling, and she wished, if possible, to pass her 
Christmas with her as long as she lived, and 
spoke so warmly of all her aunt's goodness, 
and told so many stories of her gentleness, 
and quoted so many of her wise sayings. 
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that those she talked to said they, too, must 
love Mistress Medlicott for having nurtured 
for them so sweet a Duchess. But though 
they did not pass their Christmas at Ciaver- 
ton, they did not forget the poor. Christ- 
mas dinners were given to all in the village 
who needed them, and such a Christmas 
tree exhibited in the large hall of the Castle 
äs had never been seen before. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

In a small back room of a house in one of the 
dark London streets^ a man sat busilj at 
worL He looked pale and haggard, and 
bis eager eyes were fixed on the small wheels 
and pieces of steel wbich he was adjusting, 
puttdng them together and taking them to 
pieces again, with a yeaming, hungry sort of 
look upon bis face — ^the eager desire to 
accomplisb bis wilL 

The door opened sofüy and a girl entered. 
He did not see her or notice her entrance. 
She waited a moment, and then said, gently : 

" Won't you have some dinner now, sir ? 
Mother says it will be all spoüt." 
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" No, no, child," he said, petulantly ; " I 
cannot eat tili I Ve done this." 

The girl did not answer for a second, but 
there was a look of infinite pity in her 
tender, womanly face, as at length she said, 
tuming sadly awaj : 

" Oh dear ! I wish I coidd help you." 

"Thank you kindly, Lucy," he said 
more gently, touched, as it seemed, by the 
genuine sympathy ; " but you cannot I 
would ask you if you could, for I know 
you would." 

" That I would, sir," she said, eamestly. 
" Look here," she continued, as if Struck by 
a sudden thought ; " let me bring up a smaU 
table and lay your dinner on that, and then 
we needn't move all these little pieces, 
and you can eat a bit, and then tum and 
work a bit ; do let me, sir ? " she said, 
pleadingly. 

Weil, well — ^as you will ; " and he pushed 
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bis band wearily thiongli bis liair, and, sigh- 
ing heavily, again applied himself to bis 
work. 

Slie bronglit tbe litüe table, laid tbe simple, 
firagal meal neatly ; bat be took no note of 
ber or it Onee again sbe came in, in ber band 
some roses sbe bad put in a glass of water, 
and wbicb sbe stood on tbe table near binu 
Ke ronsed at tbose, snatcbed tbem up, kissed 
tbem, looked at tbem witii a softened, tenderer 
expreasion tban tbat eager, barassed one, 
wbicb pained bis kind attendant to see for 
ever on bis face — ^and satisfied tbat, at least, 
tbis was some little refresbment to bim, sbe 
crept away, never expectLng or feeling 
angered tbat no tbanks followed ber HtÜe 
offering, sufficiently rewarded by tbe know- 
ledge tbat sbe bad brougbt bim sometbing 
tbat pleased bim. 

In tbe evening of tbat same .day Eve- 
rard Asbleigb was told tbat a man by 
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the name of Greybrooke wanted to see 
him. 

" Greybrooke ! Oh, yes I — ^all right. Show 
him in the library — ^ITl come. Poor fellow I 
Ihave not heard anythingof him for anage; 
I was going to day to look him up, but had 
jiot time." 

" Is he getting on ? " said Walter, looking 
up from his newspaper. 

"Not very brilliantly, I fear — ^it is so 
difficult to make a start. He is füll of 
wild ideas and chimeras; but if he could 
really invent something usefal, it would be 
such an encouragement to him, and I should 
induce him to patent it" 

" Where would his money come from ? " 

" Ah ! that would have to be seen about," 
said Everard, as he left the room, 

"Exactly — ^and I know who would see 

about it, too," said Walter; "I never saw 

anything like that fellow Everard. He is 

2 
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always thinking of, and doing something 
for, some one eise ; he forgets liis own iden- 
tity utterly, I believe." 

" Who are you talking about ? " asked 
his mother. 

" I believe I was thinking aloud, mother* 
It was Everard my laudations were ad- 
dressed too." 

" Ah, Walter ! he deserves all praise that 
that can be given him ; he is the most 
unselfish person in the world, I believe — save 
one," she said, smiling, "and that is my 
other son." 

" My dear mother — ^thank you." 

"Never was mother so blessed in her 
chüdren," she said. 

" Or children so blessed in their mother," 
said Walter, lifting his mother's beautiful 
hand to his lips, and kissing it 

" Dear, dear ; what's aU this love making 
about ? " said a voice behind them. 
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" Oh, Claxinda, is that you ? " 

" Yes, it's me ; you were so engaged in 
tender speeches, you did not hear me 
knock/^ 

"No, we did not, Auntie. Be seated," 
Said Walter, rising and giving her a 
chair. 

"I wanted to come and teil you some- 
thing. I had a letter from Ireland to-day; 
and, do you know, the child of that girl whom 
your uncle was in love with has married a 
man of the name of Cannington, and Hves in 
Haseley Mexe." 

" Camngton, you mean,'' said Walter, 
■cahnly. 

" Do you know about it, then ? " she said, 
^agerly. 

"Yes; I know that a Miss Fitzgerald, 
from Ireland, married my own intimate 
friend, Eupert Carrington, and that they 
have bought the Priory of us." 
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" Then, why on earth didn't you teil 
me?" 

" I did not know you were interested 
in the matter ; nor, tili a very short 
time ago, was I aware that Miss Fitzgerald 
had any connection with my Uncle's sad 
Story." 

" Well, it's Strange how things have come 
about, is it not ? " 

"Yes; teil me all about It, Clarinda," 
Said Mrs. Ashleigh. " Who have you heard 
from?" 

" From Nora Dennison. I will read you 
the letter ; but where's Everard ? " 

"He has some man with hinri on busi- 



ness." 



C( 



Oh ! I want you all to come and dine • 
with me to-morrow, to meet the son and 
daughter of an old friend of mine. Not 
a party— of course, I know you don't da 
anything in that line yet — only those two 
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young folks. The young lady is very 
pretty, Walter, and has a heap of money." 

" You won't interest him, aarinda, with 
that infonnation ; he is invuLierable." 

"Well, perhaps Everard inay be more 
interested," said Miss Northcote, smiling. 

"I don't know; all my three children 
have taken vows of celibacy, I think/' 

"It's no wonder, with the specimen of 
matrimony they are most familiär with." 

" Hush, Clarinda 1 " said Mrs. Ashleigh, 
gravely. 

" Oh ! I'm not going to say anything, my 
dear — ^my opinion has been too often ex- 
pressed to need repeating again, Walter, 
go and teil Everard Tm here. I want an 
answer about to-morrow, and I can't stay/' 

" Poor Ralph ! he's just gone," said 
Everard, as Walter entered, " in the seventh 
heaven. I think he really has hit upon 
something very useful and ingenious — a 
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great improvement in the gear of some 
machinery, which would be usdess de- 
ßcribing to you '' 

"Utterly," said Walter, shruggiiig bis 
ßboulders. 

" So I sban't tay ; and I have written bim 
a letter of introduction to a great macbinist 
I know ; and if tbe tbing is found to work 
I bave promised bim tbe money to patent it" 

" Just like you. I knew you would." 

"Well, you don't object, do you?" 

" Of course not ; wby sbould I ? Has 
Ealpb got over bis — ^bis infatuation? Has 
science absorbed love ? '' 

"I am almost in bopes it bas. He said — 
poor fellow ! — * I yeamed to be great once, 
for tbe sake of someone eise ; now that 
dream bas ended, I would be great for my 
own sake/ " 

" Rational party ! " answered Walter ; 
" tbere is no better mode of being unselfisb 
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than taking care of yourself. You are then 
HO trouble or annoyance to anyone eise. 
Aunt Clarinda is in the drawing-room, and 
wants joxL She has come to ask ns 
to dine, to meet some faseinating party you 
are to fall in love with/' 

"Me! mydearfellow?" 

"Well, we are eligible parties now the 
Tinele is restored to public favour, and " 

"Ah, Walter 1 but I shall always feel 
there is a sort of cloud upon us, enough to 
prevent one having the face to ask a girl to 
link her fate to ours. We are still the sons 
of that man who bolted with the savings of 
ßome two or three hundred unfortunate 
people." 

" Not actually proved, old man.'' 

" No ; but I have litüe doubt — and some- 
times I wish we had not a farthing, and had 
to work for our living. The money seems 
to me 03 if it could have no blessing on it" 
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" My dear fellow, it was not only that 
money. He was so singularly fortunate. 
Eveiything he touched seemed to tum to 
gold, If lie bought a picture, it tumed out 
some wonderful thing he could seil for 
double what he gave for it The land he 
bought had a mine in it A new raUroad 
came through some other property, and 
paid him thousands. No — poor crcature ! — 
the only good he ever did us was to leave 
US handsomely provided for." 

" I would rather he lefk us a good name/' 
saidEverard. 

" I don't know. It's easier to make and 
keep than money. Let it be our business. 
to eimoble and make it honourable. But, I 
say — ^go upstairs, do, old fellow ! " 

" Ain't you Coming ? " 

«I think IVe done my duty/* said Walter, 

smiling. 

" Have you consented to go ? " 
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" Tes ; I must — IVe no engagement 
60 and see what the fair damsel is like. 
She may suit your taste, whatever that is — 
I have not found out yet/' 

"Like nothing IVe made acquaintance 
with in London, Walter. I'm a stränge 
being, you know." 

" Is it like anything youVe seen in the 
conntry, eh, old man ? " said Walter, as 
Everard was leaving the room. 

" Ah ! I don't know," he said, shutting 
the door quickly after him. 

" Poor old man 1 " said Walter to himself ; 
" I believe she bit him. She's a nice little 
thing. I suppose I must answer Kupert 
now. How I wish he would not ask me 
down there. She's a perfect lady, and a s weet 
hostess. What a fool I was !" With this 
comfortable reflection, concluded by the 
slight raise of his eyebrows, Walter began 
bis letter. 
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When it leadied its destination, Bupert 
flung it across the table, and said: 

" I cannot think how it is that fellow Pop 
never will come and see us. I want to 
talk to him about a himdred tUngs.'' 

A slight flnsh tinted Maddeine's face, but 
she answered quietly : 

" Go up to him, love, if you wilL" 

" Oh, no I it's not so important as that, 
but I hoped he would pass most of his 
Sundays here. I suppose the place has un- 
pleasant associations ; but it is so altered one 
would hardly know it now." 

" Yes ; it does not look sombre or ghostly 
now." 

" No; but you know when he was down 
here, he seemed stränge and süent, and had 
an odd, constrained manner I could not 
make out" 

Madeleine could, for " quickly comes such 
knowledge." She had always known — she 
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could not help knowing — ^that he had ad- 
mired her, and that his frequent visits to the 
farm were not only to see old Broderip ; but 
nntil after her marriage she did not dream 
that the feeling was serious. One glance 
at the white face, the altered voice, when 
they met, was enough, and it had cast the 
first and only shadow on her happiness. 
He was so good: she was so grieved to 
be the cause of the smallest unhappiness 
to him, and again and again she thought 
of her own conduct, and wondered if any 
way she had been to blame ; but she 
could not feel she had, and only hoped that 
the good sense she knew he possessed 
would help him to forget her — regard 
her only as his friend's wife. and find hia 
happiness in some other love, and so she did 
not answer her husband's speech, but spoke 
of something eise, and the subject was 
dropped for the time. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

Anotheb Christmas had passed and gone, 
and the bright London season had retumed^ 
bringing wealth and fasMon to throng its 
streets, its theatres, and operas ; to fill the 
Park with carriages, and the Eide with 
equestrians ; to make whitebait parties at 
Greenwich, water-parties at Kichmond, 
dinners at the Star and Garter, at one of 
which a very meny group are assembled, 

It was a glorious day, and the Duke of 
Ciaverton had suddenly exclaimed, as they 
finished breakfast : 

" What do you say, girls, to a dinner at 
Richmond, and a stroll in that exquisite 
park ? " 
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The Suggestion was waxmly seconded by 
the girls, Edith and Gertnide, who were 
staying with them, as had been arranged, 
leaving dear Auntie to her quiet conntry 
home, with the companionship of Lüian and 
Ma^mselle. Greatly were the girls enjoying 
their visit, for nothing could exceed the kind- 
ness of PhiUp, and his unwearying exertions 
to amuse them. 

For the last few days he had been very 
mysterious— flying to the window at every 
knock, excited at the arrival of the postman, 
very particular as to the girls' dresses, and 
how they looked/ and altogether rousing 
May's cimosity, who continually asked what 
was the matter, but could obtain no answer 
but "Never mind,'' "I don't know," " You'U 
see." 

This bright moming he had had several 
letters — one forwarded from Ciaverton, 
which, having read through twice with a 
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smile on his face, he had put it in hi» 
pocket, and his resüessness had increased, 
and his proposal to go to Kichmond seemed 
a sort of safety-valve for tfie excitement 
which evidenüy possessed him, and the reason 
for which he evidently was longing to im- 
part to someone eise. 

At length he called May back as she was 
leaving the room, and said he wanted to 
speak to her very particularly, and eagerly 
imparted to her the cause of his excitement, 
which information had the same efFect on 
her, and she quite agreed with him that 
the sooner they got that day over.the better; 
and then May rushed upstairs, and expended 
her excitement on a small thing enveloped 
in white cambric and pink flannel, who, 
whenever it was seen by the Duke, sent him 
into fits of laughter, which half oflfended 
May; but he assured her he could not help it: 
it was so ridiculous to think that that little^ 
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«oft, tiny, blue-eyed thing was his son. 
And when she told him everybody said it 
was a splendid boy, and he ought to be very 
proud of him, he said, so he was, "awfully," 
but he must laugh all the same. Between 
ike last violet and the first rose this treasure 
had amved at Ciaverton, and there was 
some doubt as to the propriety of May 
passing the season in town, but she coidd 
not bear to disappoint the girk, and promised 
the utmost care of herseif; and so, under 
sundry restrictions — ^petted to such an ex- 
tent by Philip, that she said sometimes she 
thought she should never care to be strong 
again, that he might still watch her so ten- 
derly — she came to town with that wonder- 
ftd Sydney Philip, Marquis of Erlingham, 
who had so interfered with the prospects 
of his üncle Harold, and yet who had with 
the greatest magnanimity stood Sponsor to 
him, and presented him with a gold cup, 

VOL. III. P 
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the Duke himself standing proxy for bis 
firiend Prescott, whom he had written to, 
and Said he must be his boy's godfather, 
whether he liked it or na And having 
kissed this great, small personage within 
an inch of his little life, May went dancing 
back into the drawing-room, where the girls 
were, and kissed them violently, making 
them wonder at this sudden bnrst of affec* 
tion ; but she told them she could not ac* 
count for it, only she feit so well and biight, 
and she liked the thought of going to 
Bichmond so muck 

Lord Harold came in during the mom- 
ingy and was, of course, asked to join them 
for Bichmond ; and about an hour before 
they started the Duke said he had met 
Everard Ashleigh, and asked him and his 
brother and sister to go to Bichmond too. 

"I like those people awfully, May," he 
said "I mean quite to affect them. You've 
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got their names down for our dance, have 
you not ? " 

" Oh, yea 1 of course. I think that 
Walter chaxming; and he dances exqui- 
öitely." 

" I say — come, none of that, your Grace, 
or I shall feel inclined to Scratch their names 
out again.'' 

" Yes ; I dare say/* said May, smiling. 
^a make you dreadfiiUy jealous, don't IV 

"Well, really, there is one fellow I am 
frightfully jealous of, without joking." 

"Philip, nonsense 1" said May, looking 
somewhat anxiously in his face. " Who do 
you mean ? " 

" The Marquis of Erlingham." 

A shower of missiles were immediately 

darted at him by the three ladies, and he 

escaped with a slight blow on the head from 

a ball of worsted, and with an antimacassar 

hanging to the button of his coat, 

p2 
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The dinner at Kichmond was a great 
Buccess. The weather was beautifiil, and 
the drive home by moonlight, too, charming. 
All expressed themselves delighted with 
the day, save one. 

"What's the matter, Everard?" asked 
Grace, as he threw himself back in a chair 
with a great sigh ; " are you tired ? " 

" No." 

" Hasn't the day been lovely ? Oh ! 1 
don't know when I have enjoyed anything 
so much." 

" Yes ; the weather has been beautiful." 

" And the Company charming/' 

" Yes, with the exception of that puppy 
I should like to kick." 

" Everard, who do you mean ? " said 
Grace, astonished beyond measure at her 
quiet brother s excitement. 

" Lord Harold Murray, I mean. Because 
he has a handle to his name, I suppose he 
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thinks he can make himself as disagreeable 
and take as many liberties as he chooses." 

"Come, come, Everard," said Walter, 
'*don't be demonstrative. What's he done 
to you ? " 

" Oh ! nothing to me ; but he's got a sort 
of put-you-down manner I don't like, I 
think he wasn't Hcked enough at Eton. I 
Vish-he'd been my fag/' 

" I can't say I saw anything to dislike in 
him. Altogether, it's been one of the 
pleasantest parties I have ever been at 
Lady Edith is marvellously improved ; she 
i»ed to be fearfully haughty, but she was 
^ability itself to-day, and the sweet 
Duchess charming and beautifiil as ever," 

" I like Lady Gertrude/' said Grace, "so 
very much now, and so does Lord Harold, 
I can see. I believe that will be a match, 
don't you, Walter ? " 

" No ; let's go to bed/' 
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The Duchess and her husband talked 
together long after the girls had gone to beij^ 
making arrangements for the morrow. 

" AU we must be careful of is that both of 
ns are not out," said the Duke, "at the 
same time, and that we are 'at home' all day 
to-morrow." 

" I have told Capel that, and Stapeljr 
knows him ; so if he catches sight of him^ 
he will be sure to admit him." 

"That is right; and now, my daxling/ 
not another word. I shall have such a white 
face in the moming. King for Demman." 

"Girls," Said May at breakfast next 
moming, " I am going to send you into 
the Park this moming with baby, for a con- 
stitutional. There is a dance to-night at 
Lady Morryson's, you know, and you must 
have a quiet aftemoon; and a nice walk 
this lovely moming will give you beauti^ 
ful colours, and make you fit for con- 
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qtiest By-the-bye, Gertrade, what is to be 
done with poor Harold ? " 

" What is to be done with him ! what do 
yöu mean ? " said Gertrade, laughing a little 
eonscious laugh. 

" Why, it's a sad case, evidently. I think 
he is beginning to think whether his income 
can keep Lady Gertrade Mnrray in such a 
style as she wonld like." 
Nonsense, May ! " 

Oh, yes 1 of course everyone says 
nonsense nnder the circumstances, though 
they know all the time it's trae. But^ 
öeriously, Gertrade, wiU he do ? Wonld you 
have him if he asked you ? because, if not, 
Philip had better give the poor boy a hint." 

"She is too young, May," said Edith, 
earnestly, as Gertrade made no answer; 
" do not urge her. She will say, perhaps, 
what she does not mean, and wreck her 
happiness for life." 
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"But surely, Edith, the child knows 
whether she likes Haxold well enough to 
accept him when she is old enough. I 
knew the minute I saw Philip that I 
should never like anyone eise, and I nevear 
did." 

" But people are diBfer^it, May ; they 
cannot all decide at once if they like a 
person. With some dispositions it requires 
time before they can discover their feelings." 

" Yes/' Said May, " so I have heard, It 
seems stränge to me ; but surely, Gertrude, 
you can teU by this time if you like Harold. 
You have seen him incessantly since my 
marriage, and knew him when he was a 
boy." 

"Well, then, if you must know, I can- 
not say I do, May ; at least, I don't dialike 
him, but I should be awfuUy sorry to have 
to pass the rest of my lif e with him. He's 
got nothing to say." 
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" Nothing to say ! why, he chatters in- 
e^ssantly/' said May, laughing. 

" Chatters ! yes, that's the worA Empty 
nonsense you cannot] remember when he's 
gone, or ever care to hear him repeat 
again. 

" Gertrude likes people who can teil her 
about flowers and stars, and speaks little — in 
a soft, sweet voice, and smiles tender smiles 
when she chatters, eh, Gertrude ? " 

"Edith, you are siUy — unkind," said 
poor Gertrude, with a very red face. 
. "No, no, dear," said Edith, rising and 
eoming to her — May had run laughing 
from the room — " not unkind. I want 
you to be sure, before you speak the 
Word, which makes the happiness or misery 
f£ a life ; to let no pride, no whim^ make 
you utter words that you will fbr ever 
regret" 

" Edith, dear, I don't want to be asked 
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any questions which concem my happinedii 
yet; I am very contented as I am, and 
would much rather be let alone/' 

" Yes, Gertrude ; but there will, perhaps^ 
come a time when you will think it is very 
sweet, to know that in someone's eyes, there 
is no one on earth like you, that even the 
failings others condemn, as belonging to 
you, are precious to him ; and may there 
never come a time when you will bitterly 
regret you have sent such an one from you 
with cold, false words of pride and folly. 
Oh ! Gertrude, let us go out and walk — get 
into the air — do something ! " and pressing 
her white hands to her head, she hurried out 
of the room. 

They took their walk as May bid them ; 
and after luncheon, Edith went to her» 
own room and threw herseif on her bed 
in a weary, listless way that had grown a 
habit with her, but that grieved Gertrude to 
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leiee. Edith asked to be alone — she liked it 
better, and so Gertrude went to the nursery 
to baby. She was very proud of her first 
aephew, and was playing with him and 
talking to him when the door opened, and 
May, with a flushed face and sparkling eyes, 
Said: 

" Is Edith here ? " 

" No, she is in her room ; do you want 
her ? " 

" Yes ; go to her, Gertrude, and teil her — 
no, ni go myself ; you stay here tili I call 
you/' And leaving Gertrude wondering, 
May left the room. 

In the small drawing-room which May 
called her boudoir, and to which only inti- 
mate friends were shown, sat the Duke and 
a yoimg man whom, with his bronzed facv 
abd. long süky beard, it would be diflBcult to 
recognize as Sydney Prescott. They were 
talking eamestly — ^the Duke in his excited,. 
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«ager tones, and Prescott speaking in slow 
and sadder ones. 

"Syd, you are too aggravating, uncharit- 
nble, unforgiving, imctristian-like, iin — ' 
€verything. I teil you, she is as sorry as 
ahe ean be." 

" Philip, I cannot ask a woman twice to 
bc my wife. I was too hasty, perhaps, but 
I believe that real love comes at once, needs 
"* no time to consider,' and that nonsense : it is 
Ä aiidden inspiration. If she had cared for 
mo ahe would have said so then." 

" But, Syd, do you mean to say that we 
ncver grow to like people — ^that, though we 
don't take to them particularly at first, after 
A timc\ when we find how good they are and 
that they love us, we may not leam to love 
tlcuntoo?" 

" Was that how you loved yotur May ? No, 
no, Philip, I don*t want to deny that con- 
Qtant intercourse with a good and pleasant 
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person might lead to a sort of aflfection 
which might end in matrimony, as I may 
some day many a fat, buxom landlady, who 
Cooks my mutton chop well, and looks after 
my shirt buttons — ^but tbat is not it What 
I mean is over &!• me." 

" That's all stuff, Syd ; why, the very first 
day you saw the girls you liked Gertrude 
best/' 

" Stay ! I told you she was worth the 
whole lot" 

"Yes, you did," eagerly intemipted the 
Duke. 

*^ I know. I do think that altogether she 
has the finest and most original character of 
the four ; but it only proves my case. Love 
and admiration are quite distinct, though — 
sometimes one is paxent of the other. In 
the majority of cases the woman you love 
is very fax removed from the woman yoil 
admire." 
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" Well, then, you mean to say," said thc 
Duke impatienüy, ** that this boasted love is 
VA quickly ended as it is suddenlj born — a 
cold Word, a foolish mistake, has power to 
ca8t it away for ever ? " 

" Not BO," said Prescott* and there was a 
«ad ring in bis voiee as he spoke ; " nothing 
can cast it away; but proffered once and 
rejectcd, it is buried out of sigbt, as we buiy 
our dead — ^but in like manner forgotten never. 
Enough of this," he said, starting up; "it 
makcs a fool of me. I thought I had scorched 
it out of mc in Egypt — ^looked at black and 
brown faces and raven hair, tili I had for- 
gotten the mcshes of gold I was tängled in ; 
but no matter — ^let us talk of something eise. 
Ho^y's my godson ? I didn't know what to 
bring him. I thought the Duchess would 
object to a turban or a hookah, as a litüe 
beyond bis years — a mummy woidd not have 
been much use either, would it ? '* 
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" Oh 1 I don't know ; yes — no. What a 
üuisance this is I " sald the poor, perplexed 
Jhike ; " you know, Syd, she's here." 

'^Shel who?" 

" Edith,'' 

"Then good-bye/' he said, snatching up 
his hat ; but as he spoke the door opened, 
and she entered with May, poor May, 
whose heart beat as fast as Edith's, faster 
now, for at the first glance of the face, the 
cold, grave face, white, even thrpugh the 
bronze of the eastem clime, her heart ahnost 
ceased to beat ; and with all her eflfort to be 
calm and unconcemed as she had meant to 
be, she was compeUed to sink into the first 
seat near her. 

May oveiTowered him with congratuktions 
as to his safe retum ; asked him twenty 
questions without waiting for an answer; 
talked of her baby, of every imaginable 
subjeet, reeeiving an occasional monosyUabie 
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reply. And the Duke stood looking out of 
the window, and Edith sat still, saying never 
a Word, but trying indefatigably to undo 
a knot in her watch-chain; but presently 
Prescott tumed to her, when May would 
give him a chance, and said, very slowly, as 
though it was an effort to keep his voice 
steady : 

** My kind old friend, Mistress Medlicott, 
is well, I hope, Lady Edith ? " 

Quite weU, thank you," she answered. 
And your aisters ? " 

" Both quite well. Gertrude is here with 
me ; we are doing the season, going through 
tfaat labour we call pleasure," she said, re- 
covering her composure with that marvellous 
power over herseif so remarkable in her. 

" Syd, you'll dine here," said the Duke, 
** of course ? The girls are going to a dance. 
I don't care about it — 111 stay at home wiüi 
you." 
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" Thank you— no, I shaU go home ; the 
old lady has an odd desire to see me, stränge 
taste peculiar to mothers." 

" What ! go down to Oatlands to-night ? " 
" Yes — by thö six train I'm off." 
" Oh ! but you must see Gertrude, Mr. 
Prescott," Said May, hastily. " You will be 
surprised how she's grown ; and your godson 
. — Q-J^ yo^ göi^g to be so unnatural as to go 
without seeing him ? Ring, Edith dear. I 
insist on your waiting 1 " 

" Allow me," said Prescott, stepping for 
ward to ring the bell. She looked up at 
him as he approached her to ring the bell, 
but he never tumed his eyes to her ; and 
movmg away, went to the window where 
the Duke still stood. 

. '* Desire Copley to bring baby, and ask 
Lady Grertrude if she will come down/' 
said the Duchess, when the servant answeied 
tiie summons. 

VOL. III. Q 
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They came together, she and baby — 
the latter, of course, uttering a piteous cry 
of dismay at the brown^ bearded figure that 
ventuied to approach him, and he was im- 
mediately conveyed away; but Gertrude 
was like a sonbeam amongst the gloom 
which aeemed to hang over theuL She 
made him talk; she drew him out to teil 
of his travels; she asked him what he 
tliought of the Nubian women, of the 
x^lcsert, of the crocodiles, in her bright fresh 
voice, with her glad, cloudless eyes fixed on 
his face, oagerly awaiting his replies — making 
such Strange original remaxks, that they 
could not help laughing, all of them. And 
Edith could have blessed her, for she had 
brought back to his face the old meny gleam 
which seemed to have gone for ever. At 
Icngth he said he must go ; and Philip 
offered to walk with him. 

"And shall we not see you again this 
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•season ? are you not Coming back to town ? " 
^isked May. 

** No ; I shall be something new at home, 
tmd be made so mucb of, that I shall stay 
tili the freslmess is rubbed off a bit. I hope 
my godson wiU treat me with more respect 
wben I see him again. Good-bye, Duchess ; 
good-bye, Lady Gertrude. I shall have some 
extraordinary creatures to show you when 
you come back to the Manor House/' 

" Thank you ; I shall like that. We shall 
be home in about three weeks' time, I 
think." 

Once more was heard " Good-bye, Lady 

Edith ; " but she herseif could not as before 

answer him lightly. The white Ups moved, 

but there came no sound. Her fingers scarcely 

touched his extended hand ; but he, in his 

tum, spoke some Hght words about wishing 

her a pleasant party, and he was gone. 

And the things in the room seemed all in 
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a mißt, and the voices of Gertrude and Maj 
afar oflF, as with nnsteady step she rose and 
went away to the refuge of her own room, 
where none could witness the bitter tears she 
could no longer repress^ though she despised 
herseif for shedding thenou 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

LiLiAN and Mistress Medlicott had been 
very happy in their quiet waj. Their 
principal visitors had been Kupert and 
Madeleine — with both of whom Mistress 
Medlicott was delighted — ^and their beautiful 
üttle girl, who, mth large wondrous eyes 
üke its mother, was her chief pet and play- 
thing. In short, the little lady bid fair to 
be utterly spoilt, for she ruled the old folks 
at the farm like a very tyrant ; and as to 
Jane Broderip, she was her perfeet slave. 
Her father seemed to consider there was 
only one other being in the world, and that 
was her mother ; and that mother thought 
cvery silken hair on that little head was more 
precious than threads of gold, and would 
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kneel beside the little cot in which her 
treasure lay, watching it with an almost pain- 
ful love. To Dr. Stillwell, too, this child wa» 
something more precious than he could ever 
have imagined anything on earth would 
ever be. What it was that so charmed him 
he knew not. Gertrude used to teil hini* 
it was because she was its godmother — * 
which she was, at her own request; but, 
any way, he would watch her asleep, nurse 
her awake, wait on her like a queen, 
patiently pick up the toys which sie 
ruthlessly scattered on the ground, and, 
with an imperious point of her finger, 
command to be restored to her — ^hfting her 
rosebud of a mouth for a kiss afterwards, 
for which he would have gone through any 
fatigue. Lilian, who, gentle and kind t<y 
everybody, was not an enthusiast about 
babies, owned the fascination of this smaU 
child. 
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One day, after the girls had returned to 
the Manor House, Gertrude had gone to 
spend the daj at the Priory, and play with 
her godchild, when, in the middle of a 
great game of romps on the floor, the door 
opened^ and Prescott entered, Gertrude 
sprang up, kughing and apologizing. 

" I never heard you ring." 

"Kupert was in the garden, Lady Ger- 
irade, and I walked in with him. What 
a beautiful child that is 1 " 
' " Isn't she lovely ? — ^the image of her 
mother ! " 

" Yes, exactly like her." 

" I stopped to take the letters ; old Bates 
has been to Meresborough and got the second 
post," Said Kupert, Coming in. " And what 
do you think ? Everard and Walter are 
Coming down tili Monday : I am so glad." 

"Darling baby, shall Gertrude take her 
to mamma ? " said her little . Ladyship, 
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burying her face among baby's curla ; and 
away ehe went, leaving the gentlemen 
together. 

By the dinner train, as Rupert called it> 
his friends arrived ; and, aß he had per. 
Buaded Prescott to stay, they had a mosfc 
pleasant evening, and Gertnide thought 
how very soon she had been sent for. 
Lilian was growing a little anxious about 
Auntie: she seemed very well, but she 
ßlept so much — ^fell aaleep continually in 
her chair — making Lilian watch her 
anxiously, and listen to her gentle breath- 
ing, so gentle, it needed her to listen to be 
sure she breathed at aU ; but eyer on her 
Hps, during those sleeps, was a sweet, happy 
smüe. One evening, after one of these slum- 
bers, she woke and called, " Bertie 1 " 

Lilian went to her directly, 

" Did you call me, dear ? " she asked. 

" Yes — ^no, love, no ; but I want to talk 
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to you. I don't think Edith is quite happy ; 
and Bertie — I mean Sydney — ^iß so altered, 
Wliat is it. Lilian? Is there anything 
wrong ? " 

"I fear, dear Auntie," said Lilian, 
"Edith foolishly refused him, and she is 
sorry now." 

" That must be put to rights," she said ; 
^'send her to me," 

A long, long interview they had, and 
Oertrude wondered why Edith was so quiet 
all day, and yet not so sad as she had 
seemed lately. In the evening a letter 
went to the post from Mistress Medlicott 
to S, Prescott, Esq., requesting to see him, 
if he could spare her a few ndnutes any 
aftemoon most convenient to him. 

At three o'clock the next day he was at 
the Manor House. Mistress Medlicott was 
alone. She had asked the girls to take 
the carriage and make some calls, at a 
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distance too far for her ; and taking her 
aceustomed chair in the drawing-room, she 
desired that no one shoidd be admitted, 
unless it was Mr. Prescott : she would see 
him. The old housekeeper, who for twenty 
years had lived with her, had been chatting 
with her, as, when her Mistress was alone^ 
she often did, and a smüe was stiU on 
her face as Prescott entered. She extended 
both hands to him, and, begging him to 
be seated, said : 

" Good boy to come. I have just been 
told I am to have a wedding in my faimly. 
I did not send for you about that, though. 
They say one wedding makes many. I 
expected that, when May set the example, 
I should soon have lost all my girls ; but 
the first to follow is my little scnllery 
maid, very much to poor Mrs. Sebright's 
distress." 
- "Distress 1 is not the match a desirable 
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one ? " Said Prescott, with a sort of sigh of 
relief, as though he was better satisfied to 
liear it was only the scullery maid. 

"Well," Said Mistress Medlicott, "a& 
desirable as she could expect, I suppose ; 
but Mrs. Sebright says she is too yoiing, 
and such a favourable-looking young woman, 
to use her own phrase, that she might 
have done better than marry a fann-labourer. 
But I will not waste your time with such 
uninteresting domestic details : it is on 
another subject I woidd speak with you. 
I am very old, and 'the grasshopper has 
become a bürden ' ; and the waming that 
I must give up the trust so long confided 
to me, has been given me. I would have 
been glad, had it so pleased Grod, to have 
left my dear girls all with protectors ; but 
this is, I know, not to be, for one has 
chosen her life should pass, like mine — 
alone. But I have been watching another 
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of my children, and I fear/' she said, 
laying her hand on Prescott's, "that she 
has made a silly mistake which may blight 
her young life and make it bitter. To pass 
through life with a tender memory, a 
shadow of a great happiness that might 
have been, has a chaÄtening, softening 
influenee on us ; but to feel, through our 
own foUy-our own pride and self-wiU- 
we have thrown away the happiness placed 
in our reach, must render life one long 
regret — one bitter penance." 

Prescott's head dropped lower and lower 
as she spoke, but he made no reply, though 
she waited a second, as if expecting it. 

"I am over eighty years old, and for 
over fifty years of that long life I have 
kept a secret which I will now teil you, 
because it will excuse my speaking to you 
as I am about to do. Sydney, I have 
passed this long life alone — for your unde'a 
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sake. He loved me — would have made me 
his wife — ^and I woidd not have him ; but 
it was because I loved him so well, I would 
not Not in anger, not in pride, I sent 
him from me ; and so I have gone on 
my way, with the bright hope, drawing 
80 near its fulfihnent now," she said, 
raising her eyes, and clasping her fair 
delicate hands tightly together, "to meet 
him, and teil him how I loved him, even whilst 
I grieved him. Sydney, do not let child 
of mine sadden the life of anyone belonging 
to him. * It is sweet to murmur one word of 
the Etemal's language, on earth it is called 
forgiveness.' You will stay here to din- 
ner," she said, rising slowly from her chair* 
" May you be guided aright in this matter 
by higher guidance than mine, my-son, a* 
you seem to me ; " and bending down, she 
pressed her lips on the head bowed in his 
hands now, and quietly leffc him to himself . 
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Edith looked very beautiful when she 
entered the room, dressed for dinner, that 
evening. She cared very little for dress, 
^nd seldom troubled herseif about it, putr 
ting 011 what Briggs laid out for her, with- 
out question ; but this night she had been 
much more particular, and though the dress 
was quite simple, it was most elegant and 
very becoming, and there was a gentle, 
soft light in her eyes, that gave to her face 
the expression it needed to make her, per- 
haps, the handsomest of the four sisters. 
Dr. Stillwell was again requested to come 
to dinner, and remove any awkwardness 
or embarrassment, as he - had onee done 
so ably before ; and under his auspices 
Äud Gertrude's it passed off very welL 

It was a very hot night, and after dinner 
Gertrude and Lilian went out on the lawn 
py watch the falling stars, and wish as they 
feil; and, with their arms round each 
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others' waist, wandered about, laughing 
and singing (Lilian was aJways bright 
and cheerfui now) ; and Dr. Stillwell 
challenged Mistress Medlicott to a game 
at cribbage, at Lilian's Suggestion — she 
thought it better for her than sleeping. 
Edith sat by the open window, leaning 
her head against it; and, affcer a moment 
or two, without looking up, she knew that 
Preseott stood beside her. 

" What a lovely evening ! " he seid, at 
length. 

" Yes ; very warm, though. I think we 
shall have a storm." 

"Yes, it may come up— it has been 
lightning for some time. The Doctor and 
I have been watching it.^^ 

" Have you ? '' 

Another pause, and then he said : 

'^ Are you frightened at stprms ? " 

" Not in the least. Gertruds is." 
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'' That was a biight flash. Ah ! it has 
driven her in." 

•* Please let us pass, Mr. Prescott," she 
Said ; " it's lightning. I can't stop there 
any longer." 

" Only Summer lightning, Lady Ger- 
truds '' 

" But Lilian thinks there will be a storm 
by-and-bye. Oh ! I shan't go to bed. 
Auntie, take care of me ! " and she ran 
to her aunt and, sitting down on the 
ground, laid her head in her lap. 

Lilian went to the piano^ and Edith 
and Prescott stayed still at the window. 
Presently he said : 

" If you are not a£raid of the lightning, 
will you come out ? " 

Yes," she said, very sofÜy. 

Will you have a shawl over you ? " 

*^ Oh, no t it's so wann ; " and she stepped 
out 
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A white cafibmere shawl of Mistress 
Medlicott^s lay on a chair near. He snatched 
it up and followed her, and, putting it 
gently round her, said: 

"You had better. An English climate 
does not permit Hberties. Ah 1 there is 
another flash. K this goes on, Firefly 
will put me in a ditch — she has not your 
philosophy, and objects to lightning." 

" You must not go, if the storm comes 
on,'' she said, quickly. 
Whynot?" 

You say your horse will be frightened, 
and throw you, perhaps." 

" And would that signify ? " 
. " Yes, if it hurt you." 

"If it killed me, what then? there 
would be one less in the world, that's all, 
and all the disappointments— ^ the weary, 
unsatisfied longings,' as LongfeUow, isn't it ? 
says — ^would all be over. Who would care 
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or miss me, save the poor old folks ? they 
might a littie. How suddenly it has 
clouded over I The storm is really Coming ; 
there is a growl of distant thunder. You 
had better come in— don't sit down; the 
lightning is more continuous. Come in — 
they will be anxious about you. Your 
life is precious — come 1 " 

But she moved not, nor spoke. Clouds 
were veiling the moon ; but in the fitful 
light, as he bent down to her, he could see 
that her cheeks were wet with tears, and 
a Utüe low sob of anguish broke from her 
füll heart. Oh, how hard it wasl She, 
who had thought May so silly, so weak, 
was breaking her own heart now for this 
man whom, a year ago, in her pride, she 
had refused. 

He waited a second. Were those tears 
for him ? Was it pity, or love ? Surely 
Mistress Medlicott would not have spok^i 
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BS ehe did, unless she was sure there was 
no risk in once more asking for her love; 
bnt.it was hard for him, too. 

"Won't yon come in?*' again he said. 
'' What iß it ? Are yon ill ? " 

Quicker, faster came the sobs, the more 
she tried to stay them. She held her hands 
upon her throat, pressed them on her ehest ; 
but.in vain. Oh, if he would only say 
once more, "Edith, I love youl" but he 
only stood there watching her painful 
effoits to regain composure. At length 
she started up, and flew past him into the 
house by the entrance that led to the 
servants' rooms, and he walked on back 
into the drawing-room. 

The rain began heavily to fall, and 
louder grew the thunder, sharper the 
lightning. 

" Where's Edith ? Oh, Mr. Prescott ! I 

am so frightened," said Gertrude. 

K 2 
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"Lady Edith is gone in. The storm ia 
really Coming, is it not ? " and he took up 
a book and idly tumed the leaves over, but 
in their pages he only saw one tearftd face. 
Mistress Medlicott looked up anxiously at 
him, but he did not meet her eyes, only kept 
watching the door. She did not come back. 
He grew restless, anxiouö — ^perhaps she had 
fainted ; he would teil Lihan. He rose and 
went to the piano, and bending down to her 
Said: 

" I do not think Lady Edith is weU. Will 
you go to her ? " 

" Oh, yes 1 " She rose at once, and called 
Gertrude to play. " You will forget the storm 
if you amuse yourself, you little goose,'' she 
Said ; '^ I shaU be back in a minute, and I 
will play a duet with you." 

"You must come and stand close beside 
me, Mr. Prescott, then," said Gertrude, " and 
be quite prepared for a hideous shriek if a 
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dSash comes aoross my music, when Fm 
playing.» 

He gave some reply, he scarcely knew 
what, and stood by her watching her fingere 
moving, but perfecüy unaware whether she 
was playing " The Soldiers' Chorus " or the 
'' Dead March in SauL" 

Presently the door opened, and the sistera 
<Äine in together. Mistress MedKcott looked 
np from her cards. 

"Why, Edith dear, what is it? not 
weU?" 

" I have a headache, Auntie," she said, 
kneeling down by her Auntie's chair and 
resting her head on her Shoulder. 

" Poor little lady ! " she said, tenderly 
smoothing the golden hair; ''storms often 
give US headaches." 

" Your horse is round, sir," said the ser- 
vant, entering the room «and Coming to 
where Prescott stood watching Edith. " Your 
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man said you ordered him to come early, sir, 
and he says the mare is «> frightened and 
fidgetty she won't stand." 

"Hushl AU right— ra come." He 
walked np to Mistress Medlicott, and said 
he must go— it grew late. 

"But, my dear boy, not through this 
storm ; it will be over soon. Wait a little." 

" No, I tbink I'd better go. Firefly rather 
objects to the storm." 

" Better wait, sir — ^better wait," said the 
Doctor. 

They had all risen, and Edith had moved 
towards the door. 

" Oh no, no ! good-night ; naught's never 
in danger," he said, with an attempt at a 
laugh ; and as he came towards Edith, and 
was going to say good-night, she gasped 
forth: 

" Do not go through this." 

" Why not ? " again he said, and hnrried 
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on ; but she followed him, and, as a 
tremendous flash lighted all the park, she 
saw through the glass door the horse rear 
and plunge ; and forgetting all but her terror 
for the safety of him she now knew she 
loved better than life— loving him the more 
for the very conduct that made her suffer — 
honouring the pride that had kept him silent 
—she seized his arm and said, with aU the 
passionate eamestness, the agony of love, she 
then feit for him : 

" Sydney, for my sake, do not go." 
Then he tumed and caught her in bis 
arms, gazed for an instant speechless in 
tiie white, tearful fia.ce, and almost sobbed 
out : " Then you do love me ? " 

She did not know herseif what she 
answered, but he was satisfied; and when 
a second peal of thunder and flash of light- 
ning brought all out of the room once more 
to See if they could stop him f rom going. 
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neither he nor Edith were to be seen. He 
had drawnher into tiie Hbrary, and coming 
out when he heard their voices, with a bright 
excited face he whispered a few words to 
Mistress Medlieott, and leading her into the 
room closed the door, to Gertrade's immense 
afitonishment and Indignation; but LiHan 
only smiled and bade her come. back into 
the drawing-room, and asked the Doctor to 
keep the curious child quiet if he conld, bnt 
he protested that was impossible ; and then 
she said she would be good and quiet if he 
would teach her cribbage ; but before the 
band was dealt her effort at patience was 
rewaided and her curiosity gratified, for 
Edith came in on Prescott's aim, lookiag so 
brightly, tremblingly happy, and dear little 
Auntie said: "Gertrade, here is another 
brother ! " 

Wiih that last peal the stotm ended ; 
the moon was sailing again in the heavena. 
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slieddiiig its soft radiance on the two 
happy lovers. Firefly went back to the 
stable, and the groom went home to 
Oatlands with a message that Mr. Prescott 
would not retum tili the moming. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Another year has come and gone, since the 
moon shone on the gardens of the Manor 
House, and seemed to shed its blessing on 
the heads of the two, whose lives had nearly 
" run apart/' and there were only two out of 
the four girk leffc beneath its roo£ Still 
weaker had grown the mistress of the house, 
and yet, as it seemed, still happier. Lilian 
saw that the end was Coming, and yet she 
feit it ungrateftd to grieve, so great seemed 
the peace and joy which shone in the dear 
face — ^so great the yeaming to seek the rest 
she had so well eamed. 

In the large hall the summer sun, coming 
aslant through its painted Windows, feil on 
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a group of chüdren, a young, bright, joyous 
girl, and an old dog, on whose back was 
riding a small white kitten, the great 
grandchüd of one which some jears before 
had taken a ride on poor Nep's back. The 
same merry laughter rang through the hall, 
but down the stairs came not the gentle 
lady with her ebony stick — she was on the 
sofa in her own room, from which she 
never moved now but to her bed. Ger- 
trade had asked a few chüdren to tea, 
and was devoting herseif entirely to their 
amusement. 

Blanche Carrington was the idol of the 
whole party. Her beauty, her grace, and 
£ascination made itself feit even by children, 
and her pretty consciousness of her own 
power was amusing to see. 

Gertrude was a delightful pla3rfellow. 
The innocent gaiety of her own nature, 
aided by her health and strength, enabled 
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her to play with all the untiriiig energy <rf 
a child. She could toss the little stuidy 
things about, and ran races with them, 
canying the smallest on her back, sing to 
them, dance with them, teil stories to 
them, eat imaginary dinners and diink 
imaginary teas ; in short, bs aU voted, never 
was there such a playmate as Lady 
Gertrude. 

Lihan's time was aJmost entirely devoted 
to Mistress Medlicott. The patient waiting 
and the watching, the gradual loosening of 
earthly ties, and the preparation, as it were, 
of the spirit for its flight to a higher exist- 
ence, was well suited to the disposition of the 
gentle girl : and, though many times, when 
she saw the slow but sure signs of the part- 
ing between her and her more than mother, 
the sweet eyes would fill with tears, still 
the feeling that the grief was so entirely 
selfish, helped her to overcome it. Gertrade, 
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to whom she often talked of the inevitable 
Separation that was pending, could lesa 
calmly bear to view it, but she daily now 
endeavoured to realize it, to look the trouble 
in the face ; and f eeling that it must be bome, 
she made up her mind to do so bravely, and 
give ^ littie teouble as possible to LUian. 

But May was far less easily recon- 
ciled. When Lilian's letter came, saying 
that she thought it better they should come 
to the Manor House as soon as convenient, 
for she feared the days of her who had so 
loved and cared for them were few, her 
grief was passionate, and poor Philip was 
in despair. What could he say ? how was he 
to console her ? He would take her at once 
to Haseley Mere ; Lilian's gentle influence 
was best. She should go at once, he said, if 
she would only cease that bitter crying that 
made his heart ache to see. 

Edith grew very white when she read 
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the letter that sammoned them, and band- 
ing it to her husband, said calmly : 

" Let US go at once, Syd.*' 

And 80, on tihe following day aftar 
Gertrude s merry tea-party, the " children/' 
for whom Mistress Medlicott had often 
asked, were all assembled beneath the 
Manor House roof once more. 

A very much memer party was assembled 
at the Priory. Walter had a fortnight's 
holiday, and they had all come down on a 
visit to the Carringtons. An eamest letter 
from Rupert had been too strong for Walter 
to refuse, and the pleasure bis mother and 
sister expressed at the idea of going alto- 
gether, deeided bim ; and nothing could 
exceed the attention and hospitality of the 
host and hostess, until Mrs. Ashleigh could 
not cease praising and admiring them ; and 
even Everard, who watched binn so narrowly, 
could not detect the slightest trace of pain 
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or sadness in Walter's manner. All that 
showed (to one who knew. his story) some- 
thing of his feeling, was the intense love for 
Ae litüe Blanche, which she retumed with 
all the passion of her nature. He was her 
" own, own beautiest Walter/' and she re- 
jected the smaUest interference with him, 
and with the greatest assurance .told the 
poor Doctor that " he was a very dood old 
man/' but that Walter was her very own 
" swfeetheart, what nobody was to have ; " 
'*boy baby was to tiss him, but nobody 
eise." And with a stränge smile that 
seemed bom of tears Walter heard all this 
innocent love made to him, and would stoop 
down to the loving, eamest, uplifted face 
with the mother's radiant eyes, and kiss it 
tenderly. 

Each day since they had heard the 
tidings from the Manor House, they had 
sent up to inquire how it fared with its 
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8weet Mistress; and Everaxd had asked ta 
be the inessenger. Sometimes he saw the 
biight fex5e ihat Hved in his dreams blanched 
now by the great grief which hung over 
them all; and then he w^ould go back füll 
of thought, and with a hope, that was ahnost 
a prayer, that he could comfort her and 
bring back the smiles to that joyous face. 
One moming he went up and was met at 
the door by Dr. StiUwelL 

The good old man's face was stained with 
tears. 

" Not over ? " asked Everard, anxiously ; 
aad.^the chüd," aß in his thoughte he caUed 
her, rushed to his mind. 

"No; but before nightfaU, aye, at any 
moment," said the Doctor, and he tumed 
away. He could not speak again. On earth 
tohim would there ever be such a friend? 
On her knees, before her crucifix in her own 
room, knelt Ma'mselley tears Streaming down 
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.her face, not praying that the life should 
be prolonged, but that some day she might^ 
thraugh infinite mercy, meet her true, her 
best friend again, and be given new patience 
to bear her loss. 

The girls were with her, two at each side 
of her ; and the Doctor who attended her, 
Said by him that scene would never be 
forgotten. She seemed to be passing away 
watched visibly by angels, so beautiful they 
looked, — ^so quiet, so patiently, grandly bear- 
ing the sorrow ; foUowing now the teaching 
of her to whom they were indebted for the 
example, as well as precept, of all that was 
excellent in woman. 

" I will come again in the evening," said 
Everaid, sofÜy ; and when the red sun sunk 
siowly down behind the westem hills it9 
rays feil on the calm, sweet, tranquil fac^ 
and folded hands of her whose blameless life, 
whose patient trust and faithful love, had 

VOL. III. 9 
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gone to meet their reward. The girls feit 
.HO jealousy of Prescott though her last 
Avörds had been to him, for as he stood 
beside her bed she had opened her eyes and 
Said, very plainly: 

"Ah! my Bertie, I told you I would 
come ; " and then they closed, to open where 
" beyond these voices there is peace." 

In the evcning Everard came again. and 

bore back to the Priory the heavy tidinga. 

Heartfelt and sincere was the mouming 

throughout the viUage, and everyone who 

could by any possibility manage it attended 

Mistress Medlicott to her last resting-place. 

At the foot of the flat marble cross they 

« 
placed, to mark the spot, was her name and 

age simply, and the words — " the path of the 

just is as a shining Kght, which shineth 

more and more unto the perfect day." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

The Ashleighs have extended. their visif 
another week.. Not Walter — he said he 
must go back, to the great grief of little 
Blanche; but the ladies and Everard are. 
to stay. longer, the autumn weather was so, 
beautiful ; and whilst Eupert goes out with; 
bis gun, Everard stays to take care of th^. 
ladies — ^to drive them about, read to them^ 
whilst they work, and, as he said smilingly, 
be their slave. :; 

The Duke and Duchess, and Lady Edith: 
and Mr. Prescott, had all left now ; and- 
Lilian and Gertrude and Ma'mselle were 
trying to bear the house, without the bright; 

presence which had been so precious to: 

s2 
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them alL They had settled to go to Üie 
Beafiide in a few weeks, in hopes that thc 
change would benefit them. They saw 
the Ashleighs often, and were glad to have 
Grace with them continually. They had 
asked her to spend the last day with them, 
before her retum to London, and Everard 
was to fetch her home. The moming before 
he had received a letter from Walter, in 
dnswer to a very long one he had despatched 
to him ; and it was noticed by his mother 
and his friends that he was unusually absent 
and odd in his manner all day, and kept 
continually asking the time. 

"Don't be such an everlasting fidgeti" 
Said Rupert. *'They don't dine tili seren 
ät the Manor House, I know, and it's no 
use your going tili late. I want you to 
hear something very interesting to you;'* 
and he read from the paper a flourishing 
account of the clever invention of a Mr. 
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jßlieybrooke which liad brought hün into 
great notoriety, and would, no doubt, be 
Idie foundation of a great name. ^'We 
understand," read Rupert, "that this re- 
markable young man was only a farm- 
labourer in a small English village, and has 
by bis own indefatigable exertions arrived at 
this celebrity." 

"Greybrooke?" said Everard, in an in- 
qniring voice. 

** Why, man, the fellow you took such an 
kterest in." 

" Oh, yes ! yes, of course. Poor fellow ! 
Fm glad to hear he is doing well^ I 
had a very cheering letter from him some 
tune ago ; " and then he relapsed inta 
ffllence and looked out of window, and 
over and over again at bis watch, tili he 
Bt length found it really was time to 
Start; and Rupert declared they were all 
fiery glad to get rid of him, and asked 
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Madeleine, when he was gone, what wdi 
the matter with him. 

» 

Madeleine smiled, and said perhaps the^ 
wonld find out some day. 

The dinner over, the girls and Ma'mselle 
went to the small breakfast-room, where they. 
preferred sitting now, in which was a cabinet 
piano, and shelves filled with pleasant books, 
and Windows opening intoa small garden 
filled with roses ; and there, a little before- 
ten, Everard was nshered in. 

" Oh ! you are early, Mr. Ashleigh," said 
Ma'mselle ; " we cannot spare her yet. I 
am teaching her some new worf 

" I am in no hurry," he said, and sat 
down beside Gertrude. No, he was in noi 
hurry: he conld have listened for ever to. 
that voice, watched for ever the bright face; > 

At length she said, somehow feeling that: 
his eyes were fixed on her face : 

'* You promised to give me a lesson on/ 
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'■ the Stars, Mr. Ashleigh ; will you now ? — it's 
a beautiful night." 
l " Yes, willingly/' he said. 

"Come along, Lilian, you must leam 
*too/' she Said, and she was out on the lawn 
/before any of them. 

f How it was she never knew, but she was 
listening so eamestly to all he said, point*- 
ing upwards to those brilliant lights stud- 
ding the clear sky ; and the memory öf her 
"whose bright home was beyond those 
•suddenly came to her, and with a little 
cry she buried her face in her hands and 
cried out: "Oh, Auntie ! my own dear 
Auntie ! come back to me ! " and an arm 
stole round her, and a voice so gentle, so 
tender, said : 

• "You would not wish to take her from 
such happiness, I know." 
, "I am so lost without her," she said ; " I 
feel so alone." 
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And then the voice more gentlj, more 
tenderly, answered : 

" You need not feel so, if you would 
let someone care for you always." 

Gertrude looked round startled. They 
were alone — Liiian had gone in. She could 
see her sitting with Ma'mselle in the room 
through the open window. 

"Oh, Mr. Aßhleigh, we must not stay 
here," she said. 

" One moment," he answered, taking her 
hand gently between his. "I have no 
title to oflfer you, but wealth to keep you 
as the lady you are, and love, to deem 
nothing too great to do or dare for you. 
Will you let me love and cherish you until 
death us do part ? " 

She looked up in his quiet face, with the 
sweet smile upon his Ups she had always 
thought so sweet-; and under the stars, 
whose wondrous history she had been tiying 
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tö leam, they pledged their troth, "either 
to other," and Gertrude led a new brother 
up to Lilian for her sanction and her 
welcome, with her bright face glowing, and 
With the simple words : 

'^ Lilian, he loves me ; he will take care 
of me." 

She could have used no better words — 
he would " take care of her." As something 
too precious, too tender, that little wife was 
watched and tended ; and Lilian, in her 
quiet home, with her devoted, faithful 
"Ma'mselle" for her constant companion and 
Dr. Stillwell for counsellor and gnide, was 
peacefully happy and content in the know- 
ledge that those she best loved on earth 
were as happy as mortals could be. Plea- 
sant Visits to her married sisters cheered 
her in her duty, and her life of usefulness 
in the village — of gentle sympathy with 
those who Suflfered and joy with those who 
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rejoiced — ^won for her the love of all. She 
had opened the packet her aunt had left 
directed to her, soon after her death, and 
leamt the secret of the sweet, holy life she 
strove to imitate; and the highest reward 
she coveted she found she had now, when 
faithful Briggs, who still lived with her, 
told her that they said in the village she 
was a second Mistress Medlicott 



THE END. 
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